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Bwms-40 Mr Thomson, 2d Jvlj, Bonnie Jean, - - e 812 
Bums to Mr Thomson, Hurt by the peeuhiaiy pasoeL Spams 

lemnneration to his Writings, - - s 8U 
Bums's Keftisid to write fbr money, thoo^^ his droomstances 

fkttiie time wan ftraitei^ • •» . • -^ 816 
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HIE AND WORKS 



OP 



ROBERT BURN& 



BLLISLAND. 

Jtoe 1788— December 1791— (cONTiNum).) 

AMcmG the genUeniCT (^ Nklnclak by yfthim Btant htd been 
kincQj received was Hr M'Har«k>, clu^berlam to the Duke of 
Qaeenfib^rry. This gentleman, with a fine joong family, which 
included some blooming danghters, resided in the doeal mansion 
of Drumlanrig, a few miles from the poet's farm; and he had 
there entertained our bard with the most distinguished kindness. 

TO JOHN M<MUBD0,BS<i. 

Bx.i.i8i>AirD, M^ Jofi. 1?89L 

. Stm— A poet and a beggar are in so many points of view alike, 
fiiat <»ie might take them for the same individual bharaoter under 
different designations ; were it not t&at^ though, with a trifling poetic 
licence, poets may be styled^ beggars, yet the converse of ihe propo- 
sition does not hold, that every beggar is a poet. In one particular, 
however, they remaokably agree ; if you hdp either the one or the 
other to a mug of ale or tiie piddng of a Inme, they will very will- 
ingly repay you with a song. This occurs to me at present (as I 
have Just despatched a wellrlined rib of J. Kiipatrictd^ Highlander ;^ 

1 Kflpatrldc ymM the swine of a ^i^gfabonriag bladcanUh. Bnniui anndei to a 
ftoo» «f lOghlMid mutton, whitib ionwhow insyluvTV iMat obCaltted tlinraslk tlM 
Bwdit^n of Kr M'Mnrdo finim thii penHnag*. 
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a bargain for which I am indebted to you), in the style of our ballad* 
printers, ' Five Excellent New Songs.' The enclosed is nearly my 
newest song, and one that has cost me some pains, though that is but 
an equivocal mark of its excellence. Two or three others which I 
have by me shall do themselves the honour to Wait on your afler- 
leisure : petitioners for admittance into favour mu^t not hai^ass the 
condescension of their benefactor. 

You see, sir, what it is to patronise a poet. 'Tis like being a 
magistrate in Fettyborough ;, you do them the favour to preside in 
tlieir council for one year, and your name bears the pre&tory 
stigma of bailie for life. 

With not the compliments, but the best wishes, the sincerest 
prayers of the season for you, that yon may see many happy years 
with Mrs M*Murdo and your family-^two blessings, by the by, to 
which your rank does not entitle you — ^a loving wife and fine family 
being almost the only good things of this life to which the fieom- 
house and cottage have an exclusive right — I have the honour to be^ 
sir, your much indebted and very humble servant, 

K. BusNS.1 



TO PBpFBfliSOB BUGALD STBWART. 

Ej.i.iSLAN]>, 9(Hh J^m, 1789. 

Sir — The enclosed sealed packet X sent to l^dinbuxgh a few days 
after I had the happiness of meeting you in Ayrshire^ but you were 
gone for the continent I have now added ja few more of my pro- 
ductions, those for which I am indebted to the Kttlisda^e Jausee. 
The piece inscribed to, R. G. Esq. is i^ copy of ves^aes I s^t Mr 
Graham of Fintry, accompanying, a request for his asfidstance in n 
matter to me of very great moment. To that gentleman I am already 
doubly indebted for deeds of kindness of serious import to my 
dearest interests, done in a manner grateful to the delicate feelings 
of sensibility. This poem is a species of composition new to me; 
but I do not intend it shall be my last essay of the kind, as you will 
see by the Foetus Progress, These firagments^ if my design succeed; 
are but a small part of the intended-.whole. I propose it shall- be the 
work of my utmost exertions, ripened by years : of course I do not 
wish it much known. The fragment beginning 'A. little, upright, 
pert, tart,' ^c. I .. have not shewn to man Uving. till I now send it 
yon It forms the postulata, the axioms, the denniticm of a charae- 
ter, which, if it appear at all, shall be placed in a variety of lights. 
This particular part I send you merely as a sample of my l^and at 
portrait-sketching ; but, lest idle conjectui^ should pretend to point 
out the original, please to let it be for your single, sole inspection. 

Need I make any apology for this trouble to a gentleman who has 
treated me with such nuuriked benevolence and peculiar kindness ; 

1 The original of this lettor i» in poMeaeibn of Mr Jdbn Gibson, pott-maiter« 
WhitehaTen. 
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who has (mt^recl into mf ixktereeta with lo nmch saaL and on ivhoae 
critical decisions I can so fully depend ! A poet aB I am by trade, 
these decisions are to me of the last consequence. My late transient 
acquaintance among some of ^e mere rank and file of greatness, I 
resign with ease ; but to the distii^gnished champions of ge&ins and 
learamg^ I shall be ever ambitions of bdng known. The native 
genius and aoonrate discernraeBt in Mr ^wart's oritiQal strie- 
tureii ; the'. jnstic» (iron justaooy for he haa no bowels of eoapaasioB 
for a poor poetio sinner) ci I^ Gregory's wanarkw^ and the dalicaej 
of Professor DalzeU's taste,!- 1 shall ever vevere. 

I shall be in Edinbuigh soma time next month. I have the honour 
to be^ sir, your highly obliged and very humble servant^ E. B. 

We learn from the above letter to Mr Stewart, that he meditated 
a laborious poem, to be entitled Tks Poet's Frogress, probably of 
an autobiographical nature* He enclosed various short pieces 
designed to form part of this poem, but none have been preserved 
except the following:*— 

A little, upright, pert, tart, tripping wi^ht. 
And still his precious self his dear delight; 
Who loves his own smart shadow in the sdreets^ 
Better than e'er tiie fiEurest she he meets. 
A num of fashion too, he made his tour. 
Learned viife la hagaidUy et vive Vamcur; 
Bo traveUed-monkeys their grimnee hnprove^ 
Polish their grin, nay, sigh for ladiei^ love. 
Much Q>ecious lore, but Uttle understood ; 
Veneering oft outshines the solid wood : 
Hiff solid sense-'-by inches you must tell, 
But mete his cunning bv the old Scotch ell; 
His meddling vanity, a busy fiend. 
Still making work his sdfish craft must mend. 

It 18 paiiiful to c<mie to the conclusioD, from a remark and 
quotation in a snbsiequent letter, that this selfish, superficial wight 
was — Creech — ^the same 'Willie' whom he described in such 
afiectionate terms in May 1787, and to whom he then wished ' a 
powas auld's Methoselam.' The dallyings of the witty biblio- 
pole over his accounts, his keen t^iacit^ towards his own interests 
in every transaction, and the essential stinmness which lurked 
nnder a complaisant ^laoner, had combined to disgust Bums 

1 DiJMll«MproiBMorofGi«»klB«h0E^li]klKiighUnhrei«»gr. 
* It it iiot inlUcely tbat the IliiM (A Wimam Sndlie, ftlie«^ hi^^ 
intended to form a part of 2%« Pl0ef« 1V(V^'> 
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entirely with dne whom he orighiairy looked upon a3 a kind 
patron, and a man of agreeable talents and character. I could 
not pretend to say to what extent there was any solid justi^cation 
of the antipathy of Bums, or even to what extent our poet was 
prepared for a serious and open avowal of such opinions regard- 
ing his publisher. It will be seen that on a second settlement of 
accotmts in February, Burns was satisfied with the measure of 
justice extended to him by the bookseller; and in May he 
addressed liim a civil letter. Afterwards he resumed his expres- 
sions of disgust and antipathy, but agam became reconciled; and 
this state of things existed at the time of hk death. On the 
whole^ it is probable that Creech acted too much according to his 
wonted instincts towards Bums/ although with such a show of 
fairness as occasionally disarmed the poet' of his resentment. If 
some of his old associates in the literary trade are to be credited, 
it was not in his nature to have treated Burns with justice. On 
tlie other hand, Dr Currie seems to have been convinced that 
there was no cause to blame the publisher. He «ays, in a letter to 
Messrs Cadell and Davies, Dee. 80, 1797 : ' It is trae there was 
a difference between our high-souled poet and Mr Creech, and 
some of Buras*s Mends have a notion that Mr Creech did not 
use him liberally. For my own part, I have found the correspon- 
dence among Bums^s papers, andl-can see no proof of any ill-usage. 
The bard indulged occasionally in sarcasms against men of charac- 
ter ; yet I can discover that his deliberate opinions were the result 
of a judgment profound and nearly unbiassed, and differing much 
from the effasions of his sensibility. Among the Edinburgh cha- 
racters drawn by him, I think I can discover that of our friend 
Creech (for the names are not given at length in his diwry), and if 
I do not deceive myself, it is a capital likeness, and on the whole 
favourable.*^ X have heard that the letters of Bums to Creech — 
muiy of them bearing intemperate diarges and insinuations against 
the publisher— were finally submitted to Mrs Hay (Margaret Chal- 
mers), who exited her is^uence to have them destroyed ; whi(^ 
was done. Dr Currie, a few days after the above date, wrote to the 
same gentlemen — * Mr Creech ii^orms me that whatever little diffe- 
rence subsisted between Burns and him had been made up long 
before the bard*s death, and that he shall da everything in his 
power to serve the fiimily.* 

1 Manuscripts in pooseirion ot Josepb Mayar, Gsq^ Liverpool. We nuitt ditfcr 
with Dr Cuzrio M to tbd IktounbleneiB of tk« Ikfltcli. 
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10——. 

Ellislakd, iid January 1789.1 
Sir — There are two thiogs which, I believe, the blow that termi- 
nates my existence alone can destroy — my attachment and propen- 
sity to poesy, and my sense of what I oWe to your goodness. There 
is nothing in the dilFerent situations of a Great and a Little man that 
▼exes me more than the ease with which the one practises some 
▼u*tuer that to the other are extreoiely difficult, or perhaps wholly 
impracticable. A man of oonsequence and faahioii shall richly 
repay a deed of kindness with a nod and a smile, or a hearty diaka 
of the hand; white.a poor fellow labonrs under a sense of ^Tutitude, 
whichy like copper coin, though it loads the bearer, is yet of small 
account in the currency and commerce of the world. Ab I have the 
honour, sir, to stand in the poor fellow's predicam^it with respect to 
yon, will you accept of a device I have thought (m to acknowledge 
these obligations I can never cancel? Mankind in general agree 
in testifying their devotion, their gratitude, tkeir frien<bhip, or Sieir 
love, by presenting whatever th^ hold dearest. Everybody who is 
in the least acquainted with the character of a Poet, knows that 
tiiere is nothing in the world on which he sets so much [wdue €u kU 
vetoes, I have resolved, nr, Jram time^ to time, as she may bestow 
her favours, to present you with the productions of my humble 
Muse. The enclosed sfe the principal of her works on the banks of 
the Nith. The Poem inscribed to R. G. flsq. is some verses, accom- 
panying a r^uest^ which I sent to Mr Graham of Fintry — a gentle- 
man who has given double value to some important favours he has 
bestowed on me by his manner of doing them, and on whose fbture 
patronage likewise I most depend for matters to me of the last 
consequence. 

I have no great faith in the boasted pretensions to intuitive pro- 
priety and unlaboured eleeanee. The rough material ai Fine Writ- 
ing is certunly the gift of Genius ; but I as firmly believe that the 
workmanship is the united effort of Pains, Attenticm, and Repeated- 
trial. The piece addressed to Mr Graham is my firat essay in that 
.didactic, epistolaiy way; whioh eirciunstaiioe I hc^viU bespeak 
your indulgence. To your friend Captain Jt^hrskine's strictures I lay 
daim as a relation ; not^ indeed, that I have the honour to be. akin 
to the peersge, but because he is a son of Parnassus^ 
I intend being in Edinbur^ in four or five weeka^ when I shall 
' eettainly do mysdf the honour of waiting on you, to testify witii 
what raspeot and gra^tnd^ Iec. 

This letter appears to have been addressed to some Edinburgh 

1 Misdatad iB tlie origiiua 1788. 

' SuppUc^ <ux ocn^jMturei, to make up a blank in the original. 
» An^^« uiiflTw myle t^ Qaptain AijidreW Brakfaiflf brother to Qia Eari of Kelly, 
a poet and musical amateur raddiag In EdSnbaigh. 
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frigid of theiipper class. Though wntteii with eyident effiirt-^ 
even the handwriting having a laboured air^ — ^it contains some 
striking expressions, and is valdable for a repetition of the poet^s 
just and sound (pinion on what is necessary, to excdlence in 
lit^rs^ composition. 

On returning a new^)aper which Captain Riddel had sent to 
him for his perusal, containing some strictures on his poetry, 
Bums added a note in impromptu verse, exhibiting that wonderfUl 
facility of diction which he possessed even under the greatest 
^ymitig-difficulties : — 

EXTEMPORE TO CAPTAIN BIDDEI^ 

ON BSTU^IVO ▲ NSWSPAPSK. 

EI.LIBLANO, Jfdnddy fMitif^ 
Tour news and review, sir, I've read through and through, siry 

With little admiring or blaming; 
The papers are barren of home-n^ws or foreign, 

No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends, the reviewers, those chi^ers and hewen^ 

Are judges of mOrtar and stone, sir ; 
But of meet or unmeet^ in b, fabric c^miplekf 

I *U boldly pronounce they are none, sir. 

Hy goose-quill too i*ude is to tell all your goodnett 

Bestowed on your servant the poet; 
Would to God I had one like a beam of the sun. 

And then all the world, sir, should know it ! 



TO CAPTAtN RIDDEL. 

BtLlSLAND, 17881 

Sir— 1 wish^flrom taj inmost soi^ it were in my povcer to give you 
a more substantial gratification and return lor all the goodness to 
the poet, than transcribing a fisw of his idle rhymes. However, 
< an old song,* though to a proverb am instance- of insignificance^ is 
genfvally Uie only coin a poet has to^ pay with, 

If my poems which I have transcribed, and meaQ still to tran** 
scribe, into your book, were equal to the grateful respect and high 
esteem I bear for the gentleman to whom I present them, they would 
be the finest poems in the language* As they ace> ^ey will «t. least 
be a testimony with what sincerity I have the honour to be, sir, your 
devoted humble servant, R. B. 

The fsritable genius of Boms led him ofUn to Yiew persoiiB and 
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tbiBgs very much as th^ afiected himself. The flame lord, gentle- 
man, or kcly, who, receiving him with urbanity, became the theme 
of hia kindest feelings, might have oome in for the eternal stigma 
of his sative, if, by a slight change of circumstances, he or she 
had been a cause of personal annoyance to him, ^r awakened his 
jealous apj^rehensions regarding his own dignity. In the course 
of the present month, an example of this infirmity of temper 
occurs. Let himseU* be the recorder of the incident, it being 
premised that the lady whom he thus holds up to execration was 
one fairly liable to no such censure : — 

' In January last, on my road to Ayrshire, I had to put up at 
Bailie Whigham^s in Sanquhar, the only tolerable inn in the place. 
The frost was keen, and the grim evening and howling wind were 
ushering in a night <4 snow and drift. My horse and I were both 
much fatigued with the labours of the day ; and just as my friend 
the bailie and I were bidding defiance to the storm, over a smoking 
bowl, in wheels the funeral pageantry of the late Mrs Oswald,' 
and poor I am forced to brave aJl the terrors of the tempestuous 
night, and jade my horse — my young favourite horse, whom I 
had just christened Pegasus — &rther on through the wildest hills 
and moors of Ayrshire to the next inn I The powers of poetry 
and prose sink under me when I would describe what I felt. 
Suffice it to say, that when a good fire at New Cumnock liad 
so fjEur recovered my froien sinews, I sat down and wrote the 
enck>6ed ode.* 

ODEy 
SAGAHO TO THB aSMOKT OW MBS OSWAI.*. 

DweOor in yon dnngcon dark^ 
Hangmani^ creation, mark I 
Who in widow-weeds appears^ 
Laden with nnhonoured years^ 
Koosing with care a bursting purse. 
Baited with many a deadly curse 1 

smosBB. 

View the withered b^dam's fSMse— 

Can thy keen inspection ^-ace 

Aught of humanity^ sweet melting grace t 

Kote that eye, 'tis rheum o'erflowi^ 

Pity's flood there never rose. 

See these bands, ne'er stretched to save, 

Haiids that took— but never gave. 

» Dee. a, 1788, died, at her house t^ Great George Street, Weetminster, Mri 
Oswald, Widow 9t Bichsrd Ofwald, £■«., of AnchinmiiTo -^Moifcurim Cbitmrj^, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



40 UPB Aim WdRKS OV BtTRNS. 

Keeper o^ Hammoii's Sron clieat, 

Lo, there she goea, ni^tied and tinblest 

f^ geei) bai noi to realms of everlasting rej^tt 

« ANtlttTUpPHS. 

Plnnderer of armies, lift thine eyes 

(Awhile forbear, ye tort'ring "fiends) ; 

Seest thou whose step, miwilling, hither bends ? 

No fallen angel, hnrled from upper skies ; 

'Tis thy trosty quondam mate, 

Doomed to ahare thy fieiy fate^ 

8he^ tardy, hell-waid plies. 

EPODE. 

And are they of no more avail. 
Ten thousand flittering pounds a year ! 
In oi^er words, can Mammon &il. 
Omnipotent as he is here! 
^ - O bitter mockery of the pompous .bf er. 

While down tiie wretched vital part is driv'n f 
The cave-lodged beggar, with a conscience clear, 
fixpires in rags, nnkhown, and goes to heaven.- 

There is a pleasanter memorial of one of his Ayrshire journeys. 
To ^VLote a narrative first presented by Allan Canningham— * He 
had arrived at Wanlockhead oa a winter day, when the roads were 
slippery with ice, and Jenny Geddes or Peg Nieofeon [more 
likely, Pegasus] kept her feet witii difficulty* The blacksmith 
of the i^ace was busied v;rith c^her pressing matters in the 
forge, and could not spare time for firoitmg the shoes of the 
poet^s mare ; and it is likely he would have ph>ceeded (m his 
dangerous journey, had he not bethought' himself of propitiating 
the son of Vulcan with verse. He called for pen and ink, and 
wrote these verses to John Taylor, a person of influence ia 
Wanlockhead: — - 

TO JOBK TA'A.OR. 

"With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo weary flying, 
GRirough frosty hills the jctarney lay, 
. On foot the way was plying. 

Po<»' sUp-shod giddy Pegasus 

Was but a sorry walker; 
To Vulcan, then Apollo goes^ 

Toget a frosfy calker. 
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Oblig:bg YnlMn fell to w«riiy 

Tbsrew by his coat and boimei» 
And did Sol's business in a ovack; 

Sol paid him with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster ; 
Hy P^gasos is poorly shod — 
I '11 pay you like my master. 
Bamaos's, 8 t^OoA, 

'When he had tee, % genikmaa oi the name of Sloan, who 
aceompanied Inm, ^foraed the note in prose in these words :— 
'* J. Sloan's best compliments to Mr Taylor, and it would be doing 
him and the Ayrshire Bard a particnlar &.your if he would obl^ 
them instanier with his agreeable company. The road has been 
so slippery, that the riders and the brutes were equally in danger 
of getting some of their bones broken. For the Feet, his life and 
Iknbs are of some consequence to the world ; but for poor Sloan 
it matters very little what may become of him. The whole of 
this business is to ask the iavour of getting the horses' shoes 
sharpened." On the receipt of this, Taylor spoke to the smith, 
and the smith flew to his tools, and sharpened the horses' shoes. 
It is recorded tbat Bwjtewin lived thirty years to say ^^ he had 
never been weel paid but ance, and that was by a poet, wlio paid 
him in money, paid him in drink, and paid him in verse." * 



TO BIBHOP GEDDBS.^ 

ELUtLAir]>, M-FlEfr. 17811 

YsifBAABLB Fathkb^-As I am eonsdeus that^ wherever I am, 
ysja do me the hmnmr to into-eet yonvself in my welfinre, it gives me 
pleasure to inform yon that I am heste at liat, stationary in the 
serious business of life, and have now not only Uie retired leisure^ 
but the hearty inclination^ to attend to those great and important 
questions — ^what I am, wb^ I am^ and for what I am destined. 

In that first concem, the conduct of the man, there was ever but 
one side on which I was habitually blameabk, and there I have 

^ Mem MiH e r Cteddes, bom mt Amdowl, in BoaiKhire, in 1737» was retired as a 

3 olergyraaa, and loogsAotated in tbai capacity in his native county and 

' shumUy bom asBitm8»lie posseisad much of his strong and ecoentrio 

, . t is not snrprising that be a^ the Ayrshire Bard should hare become 

Tiiiiilii After 1780 his UfBiras spent in London, chiBfly under the fostering patronage 
ei^gepsnws CathoUo lybteman. Lord Petre. The hete r odox opinions of DrOeddes, 
llii eztnuodinaiy attempts to translate the Bible, and his nnmerons IkgitlTe pub. 
U c ations on controversial divinity, made nuieh noise at the time; bat he is now 
«Dty raDflasberad iw sonMr sneoeaifal floetch THTies. TUf iingiilat tnaa died in 
iiondOB, Fateoaiy 10, 180f I te thasiicty-flllh |««r iT US api 
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secured myself in the wfty pMhted m/t hy ittitBre md natore^s €k>d. 
I was sensiUe that^ to te hel p lo a a a ereatnre as a poor poet, a wife 
and family were eiiemafibraiiees^ whidi a species of prudence would 
bid him shun ; but when the altematiTe was, being at eternal warfare 
with myself on account of habitual follies, to give them no worse 
name, which no general example, no licentious wit, no sophistical 
infidelity, would to me ever justify, I must have been a fool to have 
hesitated, and a madman to have made another choice. Besides, I 
had in my * Jean ' a long and much-loved fellow-creature's happiness 
or misery among my hands; and who could tiille, with such a 
deposit ? 

In the afiair of a livelihood, { MA mf^flji tsleraMy secure : I 
have good hopes of my fiurm ; but should th^^dl, I have an Bxoise- 
commission, which, on my simple petitkm, will at any time procure 
me bread. There is a certain stigma allxed to the character of 
an Excise-officer, bnt I do not pretend to borrow honour from my 
profession ; and though the saUry be comparatively small, it is luxury 
to anything that the first twenty-6va years of n^.Ufe taught me to 
expect. 

Thus, with a rational um and me^od in life, you may easily 
guess, my reverend and much-honoured fHend, l^at my character- 
istical trade is not forgotten. I am, if possible, more than ever 
an enthusiast to the Muses. I am determined to study man and 
nature, and in that view mcessantly; and to try if the ripening and 
corrections of yeavB «an enable ale to produce somethmg werth 
preserving. 

Tou wul see in your book— -which I b^ y<i«r pardon for detaining 
so long^—that I have been tuning my lyre on the banks of Nith. 
Some large poetic plans that are floating in my imagination, or 
partly put in execution, I shall impart to you when I have the plea- 
sure of meeting with you, which, if you are then in Edinburgh, I 
shall have about the b^^ing of March. 

That acquaintance^ w<Nrthy sir, with which you were pleased to 
honour me, you must still attew me to ciudlenge ; for with whatever 
unconcern I give np my tnuuient connection with the merely great^ 
I cannot loM the patromaing notica of the learned and good without 
the foiAt^Mt regfat. B. B. 



TO MB JAMSS BUmNES. 

Bluslanb, 9(% Fd>, ]m» 
Mt SBAft Bnt— Why I did net write to yen loi^ ago, is what— even -*^ 
on the rack — I could not answer. If yon can in your mind form an i 
idea of indolence> disdpation, hurry, cares, change of country, enter- r ' 
ing on untried scenes of life, all combined, you will save me 4lia 

1 A oomr of Bum's Povna, bekoglBg to Dr OsddM, into wUoh tho poot had 
I some of hit QSM iMnt ftsMa 
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tomiUe ef * bMhoif ap^ogf. It «»ld not be waat of ngtrd 
Ibr a Hieii for whom I had a hig^ oitaem befot« I knew him^^^aa 
Mtoem which has nmoh increased siaee I did know him^ and, this 
caveat entered, I shall plead gniltj to anj o4har indictmeat with 
which yon shall please to chaige me. 

After I parted from yon, ibr many months my life was one con- 
tinned scene of dissipation. Here at last I am become stationarji^ 
and have taken a fiurm and— a wife. 

The fiurm is beautifully situated on the Kith, a km river that 
runs by DmnfHes^ and fafis faito the Sotway Frith.v I have gotten a 
lease of my farm as long as I pleased ; but how it may turn out is 
just a guess, and it is yet to improve and enoh^ ke, ; however, I 
have ^od hopss of my bargain est the whole. 

My wiGs is my Jean, with ii^iose story you are partly aequainted. 
I found I had a nmch-loved fellow-ereatare's happiness or misery 
among my hands, and I durst not trifle with so saco^ a deposit. 
Inde^ I have not any reason to repent the step I have taken, as I 
have attached myself to a very geod wif% and have shaken myself 
loose of a very bad fieuliiu;. 

I have found my book a very profitable buriness; and with the 
profits of it I have begun lifb pretty decently. Should fortune not 
(iKvonr me in fkrming^ as I have no great ^uth in her fickle ladyship^ 
I have provided mysdf Sn another reso u rce^ which, however some 
foiki aiay affect to despise t^ k still a cemlbHaMe shift in the day of 
misfortune. In the heyday of my fiune, a gentleman, ishese name 
at least I daresay yon know, as his estate lies somewhere near 
Dundee — Mr Graham of f^try, one of the oommissioBers of Szcise — 
offered me the commission of an Exeise^officer. I thought it prudent 
to accept the offer; and accordingly I took my instructions^ and 
have my comnussion by me. Whewer I may ever do duty, m* be a 
penny &e better for it, is what I do not know ; but I have the com- 
fortable assurance, that^ come whatever ill-fieite will, I can, on my 
simple petition to the Excise-board, get into employ. 

We have lost poor uncle Bobert this winter. He has long been 
very weak, and with very little alteration on him ; he expbed 3d 
January. 

His son Wilfiam has been with me this whiter^ and goes in May to 
be an apprentice to a mason. His other son, the eldest, John, comes 
to me, I expeot^ in summer. They are both remaricably stout young 
fellows, and promise to do wdL His only daughter, Fanny, has been 
with me ever since her fiather's death, and I purpose keeping her in 
my family till she be quite woman-grown, and fit for better service. 
She is one of the cleverest girl% and has one of the most amiable 
dispositions I have ever seen.^ 

All friends in this county and Ayrshire are well. Remember me 
to all friends in the north. My wife joins me in compliments to 
Mrs B. and ilftmily. I am ever, my dear cousin, yours sincerely, 

R. B. 
} IbiiToangwomMsftflnrai^msRifeaalHrotlMrofMrsBiirna. 
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About the end of Fehroary Btmu paid his ^?<^KM|ed ti^ U 
Edinburgh, in order to have a further 'racking of accounts ' with 
Creech. He would now be entitled to receive payment in respect 
of sales effected during the last half of the jear 1787 and the 
first half of 1788 : from an expression dropped in one of his letters, 
the sum appears to have been about £50 ; and it farther appears 
that Bums was satisfied with the degree of justice measured out 
to him by the publisher. 

Bums had a younger brother named William, who had been 
brought up as a saddler, and was now in search of employm^it. 
This youth had visited Uie poet at the Isle early in the preceding 
month, and had been kindly treated. There is something inte- 
resting in the conduct of Bums towards this young relative, so 
different from himself in an intellectual respect and in importance 
in the world's eye, yet possessing a claim of equality as another 
child of the same parents. WilUam appears to have paid a visit 
to his brother about the end of 1788, and ^ent some weeks with 
him.. The young man had then proceeded to Longtown, in search 
of employment in his business, which he had readily obtained. 
Though lus education was greatly inferior to that of Robert and 
Gilbert, and his highest ambition was to be a good journeyman 
eaddler, he seems to have had some small share of that iiaturai 
readiness And propriety of diction which so remarkably distin- 
guished his elder brothers, and the eldest particnlariy. We find 
him thus addressing the poet (16th February 1789):—*! know 
not how it happened, but you were more shy of your counsel than 
I could have wished the time I stayed with you : whether it was 
because you thought it would disgust me to have my faults freely 
told me while I was dependent on you, or whether it was because 
you saw that, by my indolent disposition, your instructions would 
have no effect, I cannot determine; but if it proceeded from any 
of these causes, the reason of withholding your admonition is 
done away, for I now stand on my own bottom, and that indolence 
which I am very conscious of, is something rubbed 0% by being 
called to act in life whether I will or not; and my inexperirace, 
which I daily feel, makes me wish for that advice which you are 
so able to give, and which I can only expect from you or Gilbert, 
since the loss of the kindest and ablest of fathers. 



If LS, 9d March 1789L 

Mt dbar Whxiah— I arrived Urom Edinbuigh only the night 
before last, so could not answer your epistle sooner. I congratulate 
you on the j^rospect of emptoy; and I am indebted to you for one of 
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ike best letters ^isA has been written by any mecbanic-Iad in mths- 
dale, or Annandale, or any dale on either side of the border, this 
twelvemonth. Not that I would have you always affbct the stately 
stilts of studied composition, but surely writing a handstnne letter is 
an aceomplishment worth courting; and, witi^ attention and prac- 
tice, I can promise you that it will soon be an aocoB]|>lishment of 
yours. If my advice can serve you — that is to sa^ if you can 
resolve to aocnstom yourself not only in reviewing your own deport- 
ment, manners, &o. but also .in carrying your consequent resolutions 
of amending the faulty parts into practice — ^my small knowledge and 
experience of the world is heartily at your service. I intended to 
have given you S. sheetful of counsels, but some business has pre- 
vented me. In a word, learn taciturnity; let that be your motto. 
Though you had the wisdom of Newton, or the wit of Swift, garru- 
lousness would lower you in the eyes of your fellow-creatures. I'll 
probably write you next week. — ^I am your brother, 

Robert Burns.* 

The union with Jean had of course closed the hbpes of Clarinda. 
The lady heard of the event with indignation, having had all 
possible reason to hope that Burns might sooner or later be her 
own. In a letter to Burns, which has not been preserved, she 
appears to have expressed her opinion of his conduct in the 
plainest terms. He made this answer, at once justificatory of 
himself, snd i^reserving due respect towiurds the lady : — 



TO OLARtNDA. 

MA March 1789. 

Madam — ^The letter yon wrote me to Heron's carried its own 
answer in its bosom ; you forbade me to write you, unless I was 
willing to plead guilty to a certain indictment that you were pleased 
to bring against me. As I am convinced of my own innocence, and, 
though conscious of high imprudence and egregious folly, can h^ my 
hand on my breast and attest the rectitude of my hearty you wiU 
pardon me, madam, if I do not carry my complaisance so far as 
humbly to acquiesce in the name of Villain, merely out of compli- 
ment to your opinion, much as I esteem your judgment, and warmly 
as I rega^ your worth. 

I have already told you, and I again aver it, that a^the period of 
thne alluded to, I was not under the smallest moral tie to Mrs 
Bums ; nor did I, nor could I <iien know, aU the poweif ill circum- 
stances that omnipotent necessity was busy laying in wadt for me. 
When you call over the scenes that have passed between us, you 
will survey the conduct of an honest man, struggling successfully 
with temptations, the most powerful that ever beset humanity, and 

1 The original of ihii lefetor is in pOBseesioii of Mrs Be^. 
III. B 
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pTeserviDg nntuatod hoBoor, in situations where tke awteivst 
virtue would have forgiven a fall ; situations thsX, I will dare to say^ 
not a single individual of all his kin4» even with half his sensibilitjr 
and passion, could have encountered without ruin ; and I leave you 
to guess, madanv how such a man is likely to digest an accusation of 
perfidious treachery. 

Was I to blame, madam, in b^g the distracted victim of charms 
which, I a£&rm i^ no man ever approached with impunity ! Had I 
seen the least glinmiering of hope that these charms could ever hove 
been mine; or even had not iron necessity-^ — But Uieee are 
unavailing words. 

I would have called on yon when I was in town; indeed I coidd- 
not have resisted it, but that Mr Ainslie told me that you were det«> 
mined to avoid your windows while I was in town, lest even a glance 
of me should occur in the street. 

When I shall have regained your good opinion, perhaps I may 
venture to soliqit your friendship ; but, be that as it may, the first 
of her sex I ever knew shall always be the object of mj warmest 
good wishes. 

A Rev. Mr Carfrae, a friend of Mrs Dmdop of Donlop, had 
Addressed the following lettw to Boms : — 

id January 1789L 
Sir— If you have lately seen Mrs Pnnlop of Dimlop, you have cer- 
tainly heard of the author of the verses which accompany this letter 
He was a man highly respectable for every accomplishm^it and virtue 
which adorns the character of a man or a Christian. To a great de* 
gree of literature, of taste, and poetic genius, was added an invincible 
modesty of temper, which prevented, in a great degree, his figormg in 
life, Mid confined the perfect knowledge of his (tractor and talents 
to the small circle of his ,chosen friends. He was untimely taken 
from us a few weeks ago by an inflammatory fever, in the prime of 
life; beloved by all wh(^ enjoyed his acquaintance, and lamented by 
all who have any regard for virtue or genius. There is a wo pro< 
nounced in Scripture against the person whom all men speak well 
of; if ever that wo fell upon the head of mortal man, it fell upon 
him. He has left behind him a considerable number of compositions, 
chiefiy poetical; sufficient, I imagine, to make a laige octavo volume. 
In particular, two complete and regular tragedies, a farce of three 
acts, and some smaller poems on di^erent subjects. It falls to my 
share, who havfilived on the most intimate and uninterrupted friend- 
ship with him from my youth upwards, to transmit to you the verses 
he wrote on the publication of your incomparable poems. It is 
probable they were his last, as they were found in his scrutoire, 
folded up with the form of a letter addressed to you, and, I imagine, 
were only prevented from being sent by himself, by that melancholy 
dispensation which we still bemoan. The verses themselves I will not 
pretend to criticise, when writing to a gentleman whom I consider as 
entirely qualified to judge of ti^ merits Ti^ are the only versee 
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he seems to h&ve t^tan^xted in the Scottish style ; aiid I herniate not 
to say, in general^ that they will brmg no diis^cmonr on the Scottish 
mnse : and allow me to add, that, if it is your opinion they are not 
unworthy of the author, and will be no dis<aredit to you, it is the 
inclination of Mr Mylne's friends that they should be immediately 
published in some periodidd work, to give the wmrld a specimen ^ 
what may be expected from his performances in the poetic Une^ 
which, perhap6,^^viU be afterwards published for the advantoge of his 
family* . • . • • 

I must beg the fieiTour of a letter from yon^ acknowledging the 
receipt of titoM, and to be allowed to subscribe myself, with great 
rogard, sir, your most obedient servant, P. Carfrab. 

Li a letter which Bums addressed to Mrs Dunlop immediately 
sitGT his retom from Edinburgh^ he adverts to Mr Oarfnie's 
appliication :— 

TO MRS PtmLOP. 

ELLisLiLND, 4th March 1769. 
Here am I, my honoured friend, returned safe from the capital. 
To a man who has a home, however humble or remote — if that home 
is like mine, the scene of domestic comfort — the bustle of Edinburgh 
wiU soon be a buuness of sickening disgust. 

< Tain pomp and glcay of this world, I hate you ! ' 

When I must skulk into a comer, lest the rattling equipage of 
some gaping blockhead should mangle me in the mire, I am tempted 
to exdaim: * What merits has he had, or what demerit have I had, in 
some state of pre^xistence, that he is ushered into this state of being 
with the sceptre of rule, and the key of riches in his puny fist, and I 
am kicked into the world, ^ sport of folly, or the victim of pride !' 
I have read somewh^e of a monarch (in S^ain I think it was), i;vho 
was so out of humour with the Ftolemcean system of astronomy, that 
he said, had he be^i of the Creator's council, he could have saved 
him'a great deal of labour and absurdity. I will not defend this 
blasphemous speech $ but often, as I have glided with humble stealth 
through the pomp of Princes Street, it has suggested itself to me, as 
an improvement on the present human figure, that a man, in propor- 
tion to his own conceit of his consequence in the world, could have 
pushed out the longitude of his common size, as a«nail pushes out 
his horns, or as we draw out a prospect-glass. This trifling alteration, 
not to mention the prodigious saving it would be in the tear and 
wear of the neck and limb sinews of many of his majesty's liege* 
subjects, in the way of tossing the head and tiptoe strutting, would 
evidently turn Out a vast advantage, in enabling us at once to adjust 
the eeremonials in making a bow, or making way to a great man, and 
that too within a second of the precise spherical angle of reverence, 
or cm inch of tiie particular point of respectful distance, which the 
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important creature itself requires; as a measuring -glance at its 
towering altitude would determine the affair like instinct. 

You are right, madam, in your idea of poor M^dne's poem, which 
he has addressed to me. The piece has a good deal of merit, but it 
has one great fault^it is by far toe long. Besides, niy success has 
encouraged such a shoal of ill-spawned monsters to crawl into public 
notice, under the title of Scottish po^ that the very term, Scottish 
poetry, borders on the burlesque. When I write to Mr Carfrae, I 
shall advise him rather to try one of his deceased friendfs English 
pieces. I am p^odigioudy hurried with my own matters, else I would 
have requested a perusal of ail Mylne's poetic performances, and 
would have offered his friends my assistance in either selecting or 
correcting what would be proper for the press. What it is that 
occupies me so much, and perhaps a little oppresses my present 
spirits, shall fill up a paragraph in some future letter. In the mean- 
time, allow me to dose this epistle with a few lines done by a friend 

of mine I give you them, that, as you have seen the original, 

you may guess whether one or two alterations I have ventu^ to 
make in them foe any real imi»^vement. 

* Like the &ir ^ant that from our toach withdraws, 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applaiise. 
Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream, 
And all you are, my charming ****, seem. 
Straight as the fbxglore, ere her b^ls disclose, 
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows, 
Fair as the fedrest of each lovely kind, 
Your form shall be the image of your mind ; 
Tour manners shall so true your soul express, 
That all shall long to know the worth they guess ; 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love. 
And even sidc'ning envy must approve.' * 

B.B. 



TO THB BEV. P. CABFRjLB. 

[Ellisland, Mardh 1789 ?] 
Rev. Sir — I do not recollect that 1 have ever felt a severer pang 
of shame, than on looking at the date of your obliging letter which 
accompanied Mr Mylne's poem. 

I am much to blame : the honour Mr Mylne has done me, 
greatly enhanced in its value by the endearing, though melancholy 
circumstance of its being the last production of his muse, deserved a 
better return. 

I have, as you hint, thought of sending a copy of the poem to 
some periodical publication ; but, on second thoughts, I am afraid 
that, in the present case, it would be an improper step. My success, 
perhaps as much accidental as merited, has brought an inundation of 

> These beautiful linos, we have roaflon to b^Uere* are the production of the Uidy to 
whom this letter is addies8ed.-^UBBiB. 
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nonsense nndef the name of Scottish poetry. Subscription-bills for 
Scottish poems have so donned, and daily do dun the public, that 
the very name is in danger of contempt. For these reasons, if pub- 
lishing any of Mr Mylne's poemS in a magazine, &c. be at all pru- 
dent, in my opinion it certainly should not be a Scottish poem. The 
profits of the labours of a man of genius are, I hope, as honourable 
as any profits whatever ; and Mr Mylne's relations are most justly 
entitled to that honest harvest which fitte has denied himself to reap. 
But let the friends of Mr Mylne's fame (among whom I crave the 
honour of ranking myself) always keep in eye his respectability as a 
man and as a poet, and take no measure thai, before the world 
knows anything about hun, would risk his name and character being 
classed with the fools of the times. 

I have, sir, some experience of publishing ; and the way in which 
I would proceed with Mr Mylne*s poems is this : — I will publish, in 
two or three English and Scottish public papers, any one of his Eng- 
lish poems which should, by private judges, be thought the most 
excellent, and mention it at the same time as one of the produc- 
tions of a Lothian farmer of respectable character, lately deceased, 
whose poems his friends had it in idea to publish soon by subscrip- 
ti(«, for the sake of his numerous family; not in pity to that family, 
but in justice to what his friends thi^ the poetic merits of the 
deceased ; and to secure, in the most effectual manner, to those 
tender connections, whose right it is^ the pecuniary reward of those 
merits. B. B.i 



TO MR PETER HILI^ BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH. 

£Elli8lani>, March 1789 ?J 
My dear HiLir—I shall say nothing to your mad present 2— you 
have so long and often been of important service to me, and I sup- 
pose you mean to go on conferring obligations until I shall not be 
able to lift up my face before you. In the meantime, as Sir Boger 
de Coverley, because it happened to be a cold day in which he made 
his wiU, ordered his servants greatcoats for mourning ; so, because 
I have been this week plagued with an indigestion, I have selit you 
by the carrier a fine old ewe-milk cheese. 

Indigestion is the devil — nay, 'tis the devil and all. It besets a 
man in every one of his senses. I lose my appetite at the sight of 
successful Imavery, and sicken to loathing at the noise and non- 
sense of self-important folly. When the hollow-hearted wretch 
takes me by the hand, the feeling spoils my dinner ; the proud man's 
wine so offends my palate, that it chokes me in the gullet ; and the 
ptdvilised, feathered, pert coxcomb is so disgustful in my nostril, that 
my stomach turns. 

1 ' Poemd, consisting of MlBcellaneous Pieces, and two Tragedies, by the late Mt 
Hylne of Lochell/ are advertised by BCr Creech as published in July 1790. 
^ Mr Hill had sent the poet a present of bookg. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



30 UFE AKB WOKSB OF BTHtKB. 

If ever yoa have any of theee ^uiagreeable sensations, let me^re* 
scribe for you patience and a bit of my cbeese. I know that you 
are no niggard of your good things amcmg yOur friends, and some 
of them are in nrach need of a slice. There, in my eye, is our friend 
Smellie^— a man positively of the first abilities and greatest strength 
of mind, as well as one of the best hearts and keenest wits tSat 
I have ever met with ; when you see him — as alas t he too is smart- 
mg at the pinch of distressful circumstances, aggravated by the 
sneer of contumelious greatness^- « bit of my cheese alone wiU not 
cure him ; but if yon add a tankard of brown stout, and superadd a 
magnum of right Oporto, you will see his sorrows vanish like the 
mwning mist before the summer sun. 

CandUsh, the earliest fn^id, except mjr only brother, that I have 
on earth, and one of the wcnrthiest fellows that ever any man called 
by the name of friend, if a luncheon of my best cheese would help 
to rid him of some of his superabundant modesty, you would do weU 
to give it him. 

David,! with his Gourant, comes, too, across my recollection, and 
I beg you will help him largely from the said ewe-milk cheese, to 
enable him to digest those damned bedaubing paragraphs with which 
he is eternally ku*diDg the lean characters of certain great men in a 
certain great town. I grant you the periods are very well turned ; 
so, a fresh egg is a very good thing ; but when thrown at a man in a 
pillory, it does not at iJl improve his figure, not to mention the 
irreparable loss of the egg. 

My facetious friend Dunbar I would wish also to be a partaker ; 
not to digest his spleen, for that he laughs off, but to (Mgest his last 
night's wine at the last field-day of the Crpchallan corps.^ 

Among our common friends I must not forget one of the dearest 
of them — Cunningham.3 The brutality, insolence, and selfish- 
ness of a world unworthy of having such a fellow as he is in it, I 
know sticks in his stomach, and if you can help him to anyliiing that 
win make him a little easier on that score, it will be very obliging. 

As to honest John Somerville, he is sudi a contented, happy man, 
that I know not what can annoy him, except, pertiaps, he may not 
have got the better of a parcel of modest anecdotes which a certain 
poet gave him one night at supper the last time the said poet was 
in town. 

Though I have mentioned sq many men of law, I shall have 
nothing to do with them professionally — the faculty are beyond my 
prescription. As to their clients, that is another thing — Qod knows^ 
they have much to digest I 

The clergy I pass by : their profundity of erudition and their 
liberality of sentiment, their total want of pride and their detesta- 
tion of hypocrisy, are so proverbially notorious, as to place them 
far, tax above eiUier my praise or censure. 

1 Mr DaTid Raaiwiy, printer ciiiM Edtnibursk Evmina CauranU 
* A olnb of choice spmts, already frequently alluded to. 
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I was going to mention a man of worUi, whom I have the honour 
to call fr^nd, the Laird of Craigdarroch ; but I have spoken to the 
landlord of the King's- Arms Inn here to have at the next ooonty 
meeting a large ewe-milk cheese on the table, for the benefit of the 
Dumfriesshire Whigs, to enable them to digest the Duke of Queens- 
berry's late political conduct. 

I have just this moment an c^portunity of a private hand to 
Edinburgh, as perhaps you would not digest double postage. So God 
bless you. B. B. 



TO DR MOORE. 

Ellisland, 23d March 17891 
Snt— The gentleman who will deliver this is a Mr Nielsen, a 
worthy clergyman in my neighbourhood,^ and a very particular 
ac<|uaintance of mine. As I have troubled him with this packet, I 
must turn him over to your goodness, to recompense him fpr it in a way 
in which he much needs your assistance, and where you can effectually 
serve him. Mr Nielsen is on his way for France, to wait on his 
Orace of Queepsberry, on some little business of a good deal of im- 
portance to him ; and he wishes for your instructions respecting the 
most eligible mode of travellings &c. for him when he has crossed 
the ChamieL I should not have dared to take this liberty with you, 
but that I am told, by those who have the honour of your personal 
acquaintance, that to be a poor honest Scotchman is a letter of re- 
commendation to you, and that to have it in your power to serve 
such a chiuacter gives you much pleasure. 

The enclosed (Me is a compliment to the memory of the late Mrs 
Oswald of Anchencruive. Ton probably knew her personally, an 
honour of which I cannot boast; but I spent my early years in her 
neighbourhood, and among her servants and tenants. I know that 
she was detested with the most heartfelt cordiality. However, in 
the particular part of her ctmduct which roused my poetic wrath, 
she was much less blameable. In January last, on my road to Ayr- 
shire, I had put up at Bailie Whigham's, in Sanquhar, the only toler- 
able inn in the place. The frost was keen, and the grim evening 
and howling wind were ushering in a night of snow and drift. My 
horse and I were both much fktigued with the labours of the day, 
and just as my friend the bailie and I were bidding defiance to the 
storm, over a smoking bowl, in wheels the fhneral pageantry of the 
late great Mrs Oswald^ and poor I am forced to brave all the horrors 
of the tempestuous night, and jade my horse — my young feivourite 
horse, whom I had just christ^ied Pegasus — ^twelve miles farther on, 
through the wildest mo<ycB and hills of Ayrshire, to New Cumnock^ 
the next inn. The powers of poeqr and prose sink under me when 

^ Hie Reverand BSdward Nielion, minister cf Kizkbesa, in tlM Stewartiy of 
KiAoodhright. 
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I would detoribe what I felt. Suffice it to saj^ that when a good fire 
at New Canmock had so far recovered my frozen sinews^ I sat down 
and wrote the enclosed Ode, 

I was at Edinbnrgh lately, and settled finally with Hr Creech ; and 
f must own that at hust he has been amicable and fair with me. 

B.B. 

Dr Moore's answer to this letter was as follows : — 

Clifvokd Strkbt, IQth June I789i 

Bear Sib — I thank you for the.difi^erent communications yon 
have made me of your occasional productions in manuscript ; all of 
which have merit, and some of them merit of a different kind from 
what appears in the poems you have published. You <>ught care- 
fully to preserve all your occasional productions, to correct and im- 
prove them at your leisure ; and when you can select as many of 
these as will make a volume, publish it either at Edinburgh or 
London by subscription: on such an occasion it may be in n^ 
power, as it is very much in my inclination, to be of service to you. 

If I were to offer an opinion, it would be, that in your future pro^ 
dnctions, you should abandon the Scottish stanza and dialect, and 
adopt the measure and language of modefn English poetry. 

l^e stanza which you use in imitation of Ohriat Kvth on the 
Cfreertf with the tiresome repetition of 'that day,' is fatiguing to 
English «ar8, and I should think not very agreeable to Scottish. 

All the fine satire and humour of your Moly Fair is lost on the 
English; ,yet> without more trouble to yourself, you could have con- 
veyed the whole to them. The same is true of some of your other 
poems. In your BpisUe to 'J. Smith, the stanzas from that beginning 
with this line, < This life, so far*s I understand,' to that which ends 
with, * Short while it grieves,' are easy, flowing, gjiily philosophical, 
and of Horatian elegance-^ the language is English, with a few 
Scottish words, and some of those so harmonious as to add to the 
beauty; for what poet would not prefer gloaming to twilight f 

I imagine tiiat^ by carefully keeping, and occasionally polishing 
and correcting those verses which the Muse dictates, you will within 
a year or two have another volume as large as the first ready for 
the press ; and ihis without diverting you from every prop^ atten- 
tion to the study and practice of husbandry, in whieh I understand 
you are very learned, and which I fancy you will choose to adhere 
to as a wife, while poetry amuses you from time to time as a mistress. 
The former, like a prudent wife, must not e^ew ill-humour although 
you retain a sneaking kindness to this agreeable gipsy, and pay her 
occasional visits, wldch in no manner alienates your heart from 
your lawful spouse, but tends^ on the contrary, to jHromote her 
interest. 

I desired Mr Cadell to write to Mr Creech to send yon a copy of 
Zduco. This performance has had great success h^re ; but I shall 
be glad to have your opinion of it^ because I value your opinioni aad 
because I Imow you are above saying what yon do not think. 
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I beg you will offer my best wishes to my very good friend BCra 
Hamilton, who, I understand, is your neighbour. If she is as happy 
as I wish her, she is haj^y enough. Mi^e my compliments also to 
Hrs Bums; and believe Qte to be, with sincere esteem, dear sir, 
yours, &c 



TO MR WILLIAM BURNS. 

IsLS, 25th March 17B91 
I HAVE stolen from my corn-sowing this minute to write a line 
to accompany your shirt and hat, for I can no more. Write 
me every opportunity — never mind postage. My head, too, is 
as addle as an egg this morning with dining abroad yesterday. I 
received yours by the mason. Forgive this foolish-looking scrawl 
of an epistle. I am ever, my dear William, yours, R. B. 

P. 8- — If you are not then gone from Longtown, I '11 write you a 
long letter by thiff day se'ennight. If you should not succeed in 
your tramps, don't be dejected, or take any rash step — return to us 
in that case, and we will court Fortune's better humour. Bemember 
this, I charge you.^ 

It is a most creditable iact in Bums^s life, that, long before the 
time when the intellectual improvement of the humbler classes 
had become a national movement, he exerted himself to the 
utmost in that cause, as far as his own locality was concerned. 
Already, under the care of Captain Riddel and that of the poet, a 
parish library was about to be established in their neighbourhood. 
Bums took the trouble of selecting and purchasing books. For 
this purpose he opened a correspondence with a worthy young 
bookseller named Hill, till lately the fectotum of Creech, but now 
in business for himself. During his negotiations with Creech, 
Bums, while always feeling less and less favourably affected to 
the principal, had at the same time become more and more 
attached to the subaltern, by reason of his pleasant manners and 
geniality of nature. He now, therefore, regarded Hill as his 
bookseller for Edinburgh. 

TO MR PETER HILL. 

EbLisLAif D, 2d April 1788. 

I WILL make no excuse, my dear Biblic^lus (Qod forgive me for 
murdering language 1) that I have sat down to write you on this vile 
paper, stained with the sanguinary scores of *thae cursed horse- 
leeches o' the Excise.' 

J Printed in the Kilmamoch Journal (thence first transferred to Hogg and 
Motherweire edition) from the original, which is described as shewn at the Red 
Lion Tavern, Shakspeare Square, Edinburgh. 
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It is economy, sir; it is that capdinal virtue, prudence; so I beg 
you will sit down, and either compose or borrow a panegfyric. If 
you are going to borrow, a,pglj to our iriend Bamsay,^ for Uie assist* 
anoe of the author of the pretiy little buttering paragraphs of 
eulogium on your thrice-honoured and never-enough-to-be-praise4 
Magistracy r— how they hunt down a housebreaker with the 
sanguinary perseverance of a bloodhound — how they outdo a terrier 
in a badger-hole in unearthing a resetter of stolen goods — how they 
steal on a thoughtless troop of night-nymphs as a spaniel winds the 
unsuspecting covey — or how they riot over a ravaged * * as a cat 
does o*er a plundered mouse-nest — ^how they new vamp old churches^ 
aiming at appearances of piety, plan squares and colleges, to pass 
for men of taste and learning, &c. &c. &c. ; while Old Edinburgh, like 
the doting mother of a parcel of rakehelly prodigals, may sing 
HooUy and fairly, or cry Wae*8 me that e'er / saw ye I but still must 
put her hand in her pocket, and pay whatever scores the young dog^i 
think proper to contract 

I was going to say — but this parenthesis has put me out of 
breath — that you should get that manufacturer of the tinselled 
crockery of magistratial reputations, who miUces so distinguished and 
distinguishing a figure in the Evening Courantf to compose, or rathw 
to compoun(^ something very clever on my remarkable frugality ; 
that I write to one of my most esteemed friends an. this wretched 
pi^er, which was originally intended for the venal fiat of some 
drunken exciseman, to take dirty notes in a miserable vault of an 
sde-cellar. 

O Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand blessings — thou cook of 
fat beef and dainty greens I thou manufacturer of warm Shetland hose 
and comfortable surtouts ! thou old housewife, darning thy decayed 
stockings with thy ancient spectacles on thy aged nose — lead me, 
hand me in thy clutching palsied fist, up those heights and through 
those thickets hitherto inaccessible and impervious to my anxious, 
weary feet — not those Parnassian crags, bleak and barren, where 
the hungry worshippers of fame are, breathless, clambering, hanging 
between heaven and hell, but those glittering clifisof PotcNn, wher^ 
tiie* all-sufficient, all-powerful deity, WeaK^ holds his immediate 
court of joys and pleasures ; where the sunny exposure of plenty, 
and the hot walls of profusion, produce those blissful fruits of 
luxury, exotics in this world, and natives of paradise! Thou withered 
sibyl, my sage conductress, usher me into thy refulgent, adored 
presence ! The power, splendid and potent as he now is, was once the 
puling nursling of thy faithful care and tender arms ! Call me thy 
son, thy cousin, thy kinsman, or favourite, and adjure the god by the 
scenes of his infant years no longer to repiflse me as a stranger or 
an alien, but to favour me with his peculiar countenance and pro- 
taction I He daily bestows his greatest kindness on the nndeserving 
and the worthless — assure him that I bring ample documents of 

1 Mr P»yi4 RftmBay, of tl|o EdUOmrffii OmrtmU 
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merit(»rioii8 deiiim4te! Fledge jourself for me, that, for the glorious 
cause of lucre, I will do anything, be anything but the horse-leech of 
private oppression, or the vulture of public robbery ! 

But to descend from heroics — what in the name of all the devik 
at once have you done with my trunk ! Please let me have it by the 
&r8t carrier. 

I want a Shahapeare : let me know what plays your used o<^y of 
BelPs Shttkspeare wants. I want likewise an English dictionary — 
Johnson's, I suppose, is best. In these and all my prose commissions 
the cheapest is always the best for me. There is a small debt of 
honour thai I owe Mr Robert Cleghom, in Saughton Mills, my worthy 
friend and your well-wisher. Please give him, and urge him to take 
it, the first time you see him, ten shillings* worth of anything you 
have to sell, and place it to my account. 

The library scheme that I mentioned to you is already begun under 
the direction of Captain Riddel and me. There is another in emula- 
tion of it going on at Glosebum, under the auspices of Mr Monteath 
of Closebum, which will be on a greater scale than ours. I have 
likewise secured it for you. Captain Riddel gave his infant society 
a great many of his old books, else I had written you on that 
subject; but one of these days, I shall trouble you with a commission 
for the Monkland Friendly Society. A copy of Tha Spectator, 
Mirror, and Lounger, Man of Feeling, Man of the World, Outhri^a 
Geographical Grammar, with some religious pieces^ will likely be 
our first order. 

When I grow richer I will write to you on gilt-post> to make 
amends for this sheet. At present every guinea has a five^guinea 
errand with, my dear sir, your faithful, poor, but honest Men(^ 

B. B. 



TO UBS DUIOOP. 

Ellisi^mo, 4th AprU 1789. 
I NO sooner hit on any poetic plan or fancy, but I wish to smid it 
to you; and if knowing and reading these give half the pleasure to 
you that communicating them to you gives to me^ I am satined. 

I have a poetic whim in my head, which I at present dedicate, or 
rather insmbe,to the Right Hon. Charles James Fox; but how long 
that fancy may hold I cannot say. A few of the first lines I have 
just roughniketched as follows : — 

SKETCH, 

IN8CRIBSD TO CBAHLIB JAMKS FOX. 

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite • 
How virtue and vice blend Uieir black and th^ white f 
How genius, the illustrious &ther of fiction^ 
Confounds rule and lttW| reeonciles csntradictkai^ 
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I siog: if these xnorials, the critics, sbonld busUe, 
I care not, not I, let the critics go whistle. 

But now for a Patron, whose name and whose gl<^ 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits, 
Tet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky hits ; 
With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong, 
No man with &e half of 'em e'er went far wrong; 
With passions so potent, and fiEmoies so bright, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right : 
• A sorry, poor misbegot son of the Muses^ 
For using thy name ofiers fifty excuses.^ 

[Qood L — d, what is mani for as simple he looks. 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and his evil. 
All in an he's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On his one ruling passion Sir Pope hugely labours, 

That, like th' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats up its neighbours j 

Mankind are his show-box — a friend, would you know him ! 

Pull the string, ruling passion the picture wiU shew him. 

What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 

One trifling particular, truth, should have miss'd him ; 

For, spite of his fine theoretic positions, 

Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qualities each to its tribe, 

And think human nature they truly describe ; 

Have you found Uiis, or t'other! there's more in the wind^ 

As by one drunken fellow his comrades you'll find. 

But such is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, • 

In the make of t^t wonderful creature catl'd man. 

No two virtues, whatever relation they claim. 

Nor even two different shades of the same. 

Though like as was ever twin-brother to brother, 

Possessing the one shall imply you've the other. ^ 

But truce with abstraction and truce with the Muse, 
Whose rhymes you'll perhaps, sir, ne'er deign to peruse : 
Will you leavo your justings, your jars, and your quarrels^ 
Contending with Billy for proud-nodding laurels. 
My much-honoured Patron, believe your poor Poet, 
Your countge much more than your prudence you sliew It : 

1 The yeTBefi fdUowing within bradcete were added afterwards. 
' The versea following this line wejpe first printed from a manuscript of Bums, ta 
Pickering's edition. 
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In vain with Squire Billy for laurels you struggle, 
Hell haye them by fair trade, if not he will smuggle; 
Not cabinets even of kings would conceal 'em, 
He'd up the back-stairs, and by — he would steal 'em! 
Then feats like Squire Billy's you ne'er can achieTe 'em, 
It is not, outdo him — ^the task is, out-thieve him 1] 

On the 20Ui current I hope to have ihe honour of assuring yoa 
in person how sincerely I am, R. B. 

In his letter to Mr Peter Hill two days before, Boms had . 
desired to learn as soon as possible the address of Stuart, pub- 
lisher of the Star newspaper, but under secrecy. He probably 
designed to send the above sketch to the Star, 

Our poet had paid a visit this spring to Mr M'Murdo af 
Drumlanrig Castle, and had been charmed by the kindness of his 
reception in that elegant circle. Having occasion soon after to 
send to Mrs M'Murdo a poem which he had recited to her family 
in an imperfect state, he accompanied it with a letter expressing 
that courteous gi^itude which he always felt towards persons of 
superior rank who treated him with unaffected friendlmess. 

TO MRS M^MURDO, DRUMLANRIG. 

Ellislah o, 2d May 1788. 
Madam^ — I have finished the piece which had the happy fortune to 
be honoured with your approbation ; and never did little miss with 
more sparkling pleasure shew her applauded sampler to partial, 
mamma, than I now send my poem to you and Mr M^Murdo, if he is 
returned to Drumlanrig. You cannot easily imagine what thin- 
skinned animals, what sensitive plants, poor poets are. How do we 
shrink into the imbittered comer of self-abasement when neglected 
or condemned by those to whom we look up!— and how do we, in 
erect importance, add another cubit to our stature on being noticed 
and applauded by those whom we honour and respect! My late 
visit to Drumlanrig has, I can tell yon, madam, given me a balloon 
waft up Parnassus, where on my fancied elevation I regard my 
poetic self with no small degree of complacency. Surely, with all 
their sins, the rhyming tribe are pot ungrateful creatures. I recollect 
your goodness to your humble guest — I see Mr M'Murdo adding to the 
politeness of the gentleman the kindness of a friend, and my heart 
swells as it would burst with warm emotions and ardent wudies ! It 
may be it is not gratitude — it may be a mixed sensation. That 
strange, shifting, doubling animal man is so generally, at best, but a 
negative, often a worthless creature, that we cannot see real good^ 
ness and native worth witliout feeling the bosom glow wiUi sympa- 
thetic approbation. With every sentiment of grateful respect, I 
have the honour to be, madam, your obliged and grateful, humble 
servant, R. B. 
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TO im GUNNINOHAK. 

ELX.ISLAKD, 4/Mfay 1780. 

My deak Sir — ^Tour diUy-/ree favour of the 26th April I received 
two days ago : I will not say I perused it with pleasure— that is the 
cold compliment of ceremony — I perused it, sir, with delicious satis- 
faction ; in shorty it is such a letter, that not you, nor your friend, but 
the legislature, by express proviso in their postage-laws^ should firank. 
A letter informed with the soul of friendship is such an honour to 
human nature, that they should order it tr&Q ingress and egress to 
and from their bags and mails, as an wconragement and mark of 
distinction to supereminent virtue. 

I have just put the last hand to a little poem, which I think will 
be something to your taste. One morning lately, as I was out pretty 
early in the fields, sowing some grass seeds, I heard the burst of a 
shot from a neighbouring plantation, and presently a poor little 
wounded hare came crippling by me. You will guess my indignation 
at the inhuman fellow who could shoot a hare at this season, when 
all of them have young ones. Indeed, there is something in that 
business of destroying for our sport individuals in the animal 
creation that do not injure us materially, which I could never 
reconcile to my idei^ of virtue. 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb'rous art, 

And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye! 

May never pity soothe thee* with a sigh, 
Nor ever pleasure glad Uiy cruel heart! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes or verdant plains 

To thee a home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled innocent, some wonted form ; 

That wonted form, alas! thy dying bed ! 

The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 
The cold earth with thy blood-stained bosom warm. 

Perhaps a mother's angoish adds its wo ; 

The playful pair crowd fondly by thy side ; 

Ah t hapless nurslings, who will now provide 
That life a mother only oaa bestow I 

Oft aa by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I'll miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And cnrse the ruthless wretch, and mourn ti^y hapless fate. 

Lit me know how you like my poem. I am doubtful whetiier il 
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would not be an improv^nent to keep out the last Btanza but one 
altogether. 

Oruikshank ia a glorious production of the Author of man.^ Tovy 
he^ and the noble Colonel ^ of the Crochallan Fencibles are to me 

* Dear u the ruddy drops vhich warm my heart.'* 
I hare got a good mind to make verses on yon all, to the tune of 
* Three guid feUows ayont the glen.' B. B. 

The tenderness of Bums towards animals is one of the feelings 
most conspicuous in his verse after amatory passion : witness the 
Farmer^s Address to his Marey the verses on The Winter Nighty the 
Address io the Mouse, and several other pieces.* He could treat 
the passion of a Tarn Samson jocularly ; and I have been informed 
that, when visiting Mr Bushby at Tinwald Downs, he would 
accompany the gentlemen -visitors to the field to witness their 
sport. His deliberate feelings regarding field - sports appear, 
however, to be presented in The Brigs of Ayr: 

* The thundering guns are heard on every side. 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The feathered field-mates bound by nature's tie^ 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie ; 
(What warm poetic heart but inly bleeds, 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds!)' 

There is no trace of his having ever personaBy engaged in field- 
sports, and only one notice of his using the fishing-rod. 

There is usually printed in Bums's works a little ode entitled 
Delia, which from its deficiency of force and true feeling some have 
• suspected to be not his composition. Allan Cunningham tells a 
feasible-enough-looking story regarding it. * One day, when the 
poet was at Brownhill, in Nithsdale, a friend read some verses 
composed after the pattern of Pope's song by a person of quality, 
and said: " Bums, this is beyond you. The Muse of Kyle oannot 
match the Muse of London city." liie poet took the pap^, 

1 Mr Cruikshank of the High School. We know a gentleman in mature life, who 
lired as a hoarder and pupil with Cruikshank, and to whom the character <^ the 
man, in consequence of the severity of his discipline, appesoed hi a very different 
U£^t firom what it did in the eyes of boon-companion Bums. Mr Cruikshank died 
in March 1795, thus predeceasing his friend the poet by upwards of a year. 
> Mr William Dunbar, W.S. 

8 « As dear tome as are the ruddy drops 
Hiat visit my sad he&rU'— Julius Casar. 

* Bonu had » ^rourite ooUie at Ellisland, with this legend on its collar : 
« BoBKRT Buaiip, Po«T.'— -4. Cunningfum, 

* His last dog— a fine burly fellow, which survived him some time— was named 
TMVRI.OW, which I suppose the poet had bestowed on him in compliment to the 
rough, manly character of the chancellor. You remember Thurlow's famous rei^y 
to the Duke of Grafton, in which he challenged comparison with the noble duka 
as A MAN. This could not liBul to take a strong hold of the feelings of Bums.'-^ 
S. Carrvth^rr MS. 
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hummed the verses over^ and then recited Delia, an OdeJ* There 
is not anything in this anecdote inconsistent with the fact, that 
Bums sent the ode for insertion in a London newspaper. The 
journal so honoured was the StaVy the first of our daily evening 
papers, set on foot very recently in consequence of the facilities 
afforded by the new mail-system of Mr Palmer. The publisher 
was Mr Peter Stuart, who had formed an acquaintance with Bums 
some years ago, and seems to have been the correspondent who 
addressed him in February 1787 with some absurd vituperation of 
the Canongate magistrates for their alleged neglect of Fergusson.i 

' Mr Printer — If the productions of a simple ploughman can merit 
a place in the same paper with Sylvester Otway and the other 
favourites of the Muses who illuminate the Star with the lustre of 
g^uuSy your insertion of the enclosed trifle will be succeeded by 
future communications from yours, &c. B. Burns. 

Blliblano, near Duntfria, ISth Map 178S.' 



BRLIA. 



Fair the face of orient day, 

Fair the tints of op'ning rose ; 
But fairer still my Delia dawns, 

More lovely far her beauty shews. 

Sweet the lark's wild warbled lay, 

Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 
But, Delia, more delightful still, 

Steal thine accents on mine ear. 

The flower-enamoured busy bee 

The rosy banquet loves to sip ; 
Sweet the streamlet's limpid lapse 

To the sun-browned Arab's Up. 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 

Let me, no fragrant insect, rove ; 
O let me steal one liquid kiss, 

For, oh 1 my soul is parched with love! 

The poem on the Hare had been also sent by him to Dr Gr^ory 
of Edinburgh, for whose critical judgment and general character 
Bums, as we have seen, entertained a high veneration. He who 
had been so lenient with Clarinda's versicles chose to be strict 
with this piece of Bums. 

> Bee Yolmne 11., jk 45. 
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TO MR ROBERT BURNS. 

EDiif BUROR, id June 1789. 

Dear Sir — I take the first leisure hour I could command to 
thank you for your letter, and the copy of verses enclosed in it As 
there is real poetic merit — I mean hoth fancy and tenderness — and 
some happy expressions in them, I think they well deserve that you 
should revise them carefully, and polish them to the utmost. This I 
am sure you can do if you please, for you have great command both 
of expression and of rh3rme8 : and you may judge, from the two last 
pieces of Mrs Hunter's poetry ^ that I gave you, how much correct- 
ness and high-polish enhance the value of such Compositions. As 
you desire i^ I shall, with great freedom, give you my most rig<yi'ou9 
criticisms on your verses. I wish you would give me another edition 
of them, much amended, and I will send it to Mrs Hunter, who, I 
am sure, will have much pleasure in reading it. Pray give me like- 
wise for myself, and her too, a copy — as much amended as you 
please — of the Water-FoiJcH on Loch Turit, 

The Wounded Hasre is a pretty good subject, but the measure or 
stanza you have chosen for it is not a good one : it does not fiow 
well ; and the rhyme of the fourth line is almost lost by its distance 
from the first, and the two interposed close rhymes. If I were you, 
I would put it into a different stanza yet. 

Stanza 1. The execrations in the first two lines are too strong 
or coarse, but they may pass. *■ Murder-aiming ' is a bad compound 
epithet, and not very intelligible. < Blood-stained ' in stanza iii. line 4^ 
has the same fault : bleeding bosom is infinitely better. You have 
accustomed yourself to such epithets, and have no notion how stiff 
and quaint they appear to others, and how incongruous with poetic 
fancy and tender sentiments. Suppose Pope had written: *Why 
that blood-stained bosom gored,' how would you have liked it? 
Form is neither a poetic nor a dignified, nor a plain common word : 
it is a mere sportsman's word — ^unsuitable to pathetic or serious poetry. 

< Mangled ' is a coarse word. ' Innocent,' in this sense is a nursery 
word ; but both may pass. 

Stanza 4. ' Who will now provide that life a mother only can 
bestow I' will not do at all : it is not grammar — ^it is not intelligible. 
Do you mean < provide for that life which the mother had bestowed 
and used to provide for I* 

There was a ridiculous slip of the pen, * Feeling/ I suppose, for 
* Fellow,' in the title of your copy of verses ; but even 'fellow ' would 
be wrong — ^it is but a colloquial and vulgar word, unsuitable to your 
sentiments. 'Shot' is improper tqo. On seeing a person — or a 
sportsman — wound a hare ; it is needless to add with what weapon ; 
but if you think otherwise, you should say with a fowling-piece. 

Let me see you when you come to town, and I will shew you 
some more of Mrs Hunter's poems. 

1 The wife of the celebrated suxgeon, John Hunter. Many of her fugitive poemi 
«Ooyed at that time inconsiderable reputatioii. 
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* It must be admitted,' says Dr Currie, * that this criticism it 
not more distinguished by its good sense than by its freedom 
from ceremony. It is impossible not to smile at the manner in 
which the poet may be supposed to have received it. In fact it 
appears, as tlie sailors say, to have thrown him quite ahack. In a 
letter which he wrote soon after, he says : " Dr Gregory is a good 
man, but he crucifies me." And again : " I believe in the iron 
justice of Dr Gregory; but, like the devils, I believe and tremble." 
However, he profited by these criticisms, as the reader will find 
by comparing this first edition of the poem with that elsewhere 
published.' 

The piece, as the poet finally left it, is as follows : — 

ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARE UMF BY ME, 

WHICH A VMLhOW HAD JUST SHOT. 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barVrous art^ 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ; 
May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and fi^ 1 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes and verdant plains 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest 

Ofl as by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I *ll miss thee sporting o*er the dewy lawn. 

And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy hapless fate.^ 

If any further criticism might be tolerated on so unimportant a 
composition, we would express our dissent from the poet regarding 
the second last verse of the first edition, and our regret that he 
omitted it, as it appears to us th^t the image of the young ones 
crowdhig round their wounded, dam is one of the finest, if not the 
only very fine one, in the poem. 

1 Allan Cunnbigham mentiona that the poor animal whose sufferings excited 
this burst of indignation on the part of the poet, was shot by a lad named James 
Thomson, son of a fiirmer near Eliisland. Burns, who was near the Nith at the 
moment, execrated the young man, and spoke of throwing him into the water. We 
see here the same feeling at work which dictated his rebuke of John Blane, oo. his 
running aftw the dislodged moufe. ^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ItHTHED EPISTLE. 48 



LETTER TO JAMES TENNANT OF QLENCONNER.^ 

Auld comrade dear, and brither sinner, 

How*8 a' the folk about Glenconner ? 

How do you, this blae eastlin wind, 

That 's like to blaw a body blind? 

For me, my faculties are frozen. 

And ilka member nearly dozen*d. ' stnplfied 

I've sent you here, by Johnnie SunBOD, 

Twa sage philosophers to glimpee on ; 

Smith, wi' his sympathetic feeling. 

And Reid, to common-sense I4)peiding. 

Philosophers have fought and wrangled. 

And meikle Greek and Latin mangled. 

Till, wi' their logic jargon tir'd. 

And in the dep& of science mir'd. 

To common-sense they now appeal. 

What wives and wabsters see and feel. 

But, hark ye, friend! I charge you strictlyi 

Peruse them, and return them quickly, 

For now I'm grown sae cursed douce, 

I pray and ponder butt the house ; 

My shins, my lane, I there sit roastin', 

Perusing Bunyan, Brown, and Boston; 

Till by and by, if I baud on, 

I'll grunt a real gospel groan : 

Already I begin to try it, 

To cast my e'en up like a pyet, 

When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 

Flutt'ring and gasping in her gore: 

Sae shortly you shall see me bright^ 

A burning and a shining light. 

My heart- warm love to guid auld Glen, 

The ace and wale o' honest men : choice 

When bending down wi* auld gray hairs, 

Beneath the load of years and cares, 

May He who made him still support him, 

And views beyond the grave comfort him; 

His worthy fam'ly far and near, 

God bless them a' wi' grace and gear t 

My auld schoolfellow, preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 
And Auchenbay, I wish him joy ; 
If he 's a parent, lass or boy, 

1 An old friend of the poet and his fasanj, viho asatoted him Ih hit dioioe of tlw 
lumofEUialand. * 
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May he be dad, and Meg t)ie raither, 

Just five-and-forty years thegither ! 

And no forgetting wabster Charlie, 

I'm told he offers very fairly. 

And, Lord, remember singing Sannock, 

Wi' hale breeks, saxpence, and. a bannock ;^ 

And next my auld acqutdntance Nancy, 

Since she is fitted to her fancy ; 

And her kind stars hae airted till her directed 

A good chiel wi' a pickle siller. 

My kindest, best respects I sen' it, 

To Cousin Kate and Sister Janet ; 

Tell them, frae me, wi' chiels be cautious, lads 

For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashions. possibly 

And lastly, Jamie, for yoursel'. 

May guardian angels tak a spell. 

And steer you seven miles south o' hell : 

But first, before you see heaven's glory, 

May ye get mony a merry story ; 

Mony a laugh, and mony a drink. 

And aye eneugh o' needfu' clink. 

Now fare ye weel, and joy be wi' you ; 
For my sake this I beg it o' you. 
Assist poor Simson a' ye can, 
Ye'U fin' him just an honest man : 
Sae I conclude, and quat my chanter, 
Tours, siunt or sinner, 

Rob the Banter. 



TO MR RICHARD BROWN. 

Mauchlink, 2lst May 1789. 

My dear Priend-^I was m the country by accident, and hearing 
of your safe arnval, I could not resist the temptation of wishing you 
joy on your return — wishing you would write to me before you sail 
again — wishing you would always set me down as your bosom-friend 
— wishing you long life and prosperity, and that every good thing 
may attend you — wishing Mrs Brown and your little ones as free 
of the evils of this world as is consistent with humanity — wishing 
you and she were to make two at the ensuing lying-in, with which 
Mrs B. threatens very soon to favour me — wishing I had longer 
time to write to you at present — and, finally, wishing that, if there 
is to be another state of existence, Mr B., Mrs B., our little ones, 
and both families, and you and I, in some snug retreat, may make a 
jovial party to all eternity ! 

My direction is at Ellisland, near Dumfries. Tours, B. B, 

» « Fortune, If thou '11 but gie me still, 

Hale breeks, a econe, and whisky gill,' Ac. 

•^Scotch Drifdt, 
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TO MR JAMES HAMILTON. 

Ellibland, 26(A May 1789. 

Bear Sir — I would fain offer, my dear sir, a woi^ of sympathy 
with your misfortunes; but it is a tender string, and I know not how 
to touch it. It is easy to flourish a set of high-flowi^ sentiments on 
the subjects that would give great satisfaction to — ^a breast quite at 
ease ; but as one observes who was very seldom mistaken in the 
theory of life : ' The heart knoweth its own sorrows, and a stranger 
intermeddleth not therewith.' 

Among some distressful emergencies that I have experienced in 
life, I ever laid this down as my foundation of comfort : Thai ha who 
has lived the life of an honest man has by no means lived in vain! 

With every wish for your welfare and future success, I am, my 
dear sir, sincerely yours, R. B. 

Under the temporary reconciliation produced by the amicable 
settlement in February, Bums appears to have, with his usual 
reckless carelessness about his compositions, sent some of the best 
of his late productions to Creech, who at that time thought of 
bringing out a new edition of the bard*s works.* In these days, an 
author in similar circumstances would deem himself entitled to 
some certain requital for any additions he might make to a volume 
which had been the subject of a distinct bargain with a publisher. 
In the days of the Ayrshire bard such reckonings were less in 
practice, and nothing of the kind seems to have been thought 
of by either poet or publisher on this occasion. Having to 
send in May for a few copies of his volume from the publisher, 
Boms handed more of his recent compositions to Creech, and at 
the same time addressed him with an effusion of terms more 
appropriate to their former intimacy than to the business in 
hand — 

TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESO. 

Ellisland, 2Mh May 1789. 
Sir— I had intended to have troubled you with a long letter ; but 
at present the delightful sensations of an omnipotent toothache so 
engross aU my inner man, as to put it out of my power even to write 
nonsense, however, as in duty bound, I approach my bookseller 
with an offering in my hand — a few poetic clinches and a song :-~to 
expect any other kind of offering from the rhyming tribe would be 
to know them much less than you do. I do not pretend that there 
is much merit in these morceavx, but I have two reasons for sending 

» Creech to Mr Cadell, Strand, London, March 7, 1789 : * How do you stand with 
reganl to Bums's Poems ? The author has given me several beautiful new things 
for a new edition. Let me know if I may put a new edition to press here, and 
what number may be priBtod.'--Jlf5. in possession of Robert Oole, Esq. 
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them-'-'primOi they are moertly ill-natured, so are in unison with my 
present feelings, while fifty troops of infernal spirits are driying post 
from ear to ear along my jawbones ; and, secondly^ they are so short 
that you cannot leave off in the middle, and so hurt my pride in the 
idea that you found any work of mine too heavy to get through. 

I have a request to beg of you, and I not only beg of you, but 
conjure you, by all your wishes and by all your hopes, that the Muse 
will spare the satiric wink in the moment of your foibles ; that she 
will warble the song of rapture round your hymeneal couch ; and 
that she will shed on your turf the honest tear of elegiac gratitude I 
Grant my request as speedily as possible : send me by the very first 
fly or coach for this place three copies of the last edition of my 
poems, which place to my account. 

Now may the good things of prose, and the good things of verse, 
come among thy hands, until they be filled with the good things of 
this lifsy prayeth R. B. 

The sufferings of the poet from the ailment alluded to in the 
above letter drew from him at this time his — 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE. 

My curse upon thy venom'd stang. 
That shoots my tortur'd gums alang ; 
And trough my lugs gies mony a twang, 

Wi* gnawing vengeance; 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

Like racking engines ! 

"When fevers bum, or ague freezes. 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic squeezes ; 
Our neighbour's sympathy may ease u^ 

' Wi' pitying moan ; 

But thee — thou hell o* a' diseases, 

Aye mocks our groan I 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle I 
I kick the wee stools o'er the mickle^ 
As Tound the fire the giglets keckle, 

To see me loup; 
While, raving mad, i wish ar heckle 

Were in their doup. 

O' a' the num'rons human dooli^ 

111 har'sts, daft bargains, cutty-stools, 

Or worthy friends rak'd i' the mools, 

Sad sight to see ! 
l%e tilcks o* knaves, or fash o' fools — 

Thou bear'st the gree. 



sorrow! 

clodt 

troulfle 
euperiortty 
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Where'er that pkoe be priests ca' hell^ 
Whenoe a' the tones o' misery yell, 
And raiiked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu' raw, 
Thou, Toothache, sorely bear'st the bell 

Ajuang them a* 1 

O thou g;rim mischief-making chiel. 
That gars the notes of discord squeel. 
Till daft mankind ail dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick! — • 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's toothache ! year 



TO MR M'AULEY, of DUMBARTON. 

£llislaki>, iih June 1789. 

Drab Sir — Though I am not without my fears respecting my 
fkte at that grand, universal inquest of right and wrong, commonly 
called llie Last Day, yet I trust there is one sin which that arch- 
Vagabond Satan — who, I understand, is to be king's evidence— cannot 
throw in my teeth ; I mean ingratitude. There is a certain pretty 
large quantum of Idndness for which I remain, and from inability I 
fear must still remain, your debtor; but though unable to repay the 
debt, I assure you, sir, I shall ever warmly remember the obligation. 
It gives me the sincerest pleasure to hear by my old acquaintance^ 
Mr Kennedy, that you are, in immortal Allan's language, * Hale, and 
weel, and living;* and that your charming family are well, and 
promising to be an amiable and respectable addition to the company 
of x)erformers whom the Great Manager of the Drama of Man is 
Mnging into action for the succeeding age. 

With respect to my wel&re, a subject in which you once warmly 
and effectively interested yourself — I am here in my old way, 
holding my^ plough, marking the growth of my com, or the health of 
my dairy, and at times sauntering by the delightful windings of the 
Kith — on the margin of which I have built my humble domicile — 
praying for seasonaUe weather, or holding an intrigue with the 
Muses, the only gipsies with whom I have now any intercourse. As 
I am entered into the holy state of matrimony, I trust my face is 
turned completely Zion-ward; and as it is a rule with all honest 
fellows to repeat no grievances, I hope that the little poetic licences 
of former days will of course fall under the oblivious influence of 
some good-natured statute of celestial prescription. In my family 
devotion — which, Hke a good Presbyterian, I occasioniUly give to my 
household folks— I am exiaremely fond of the psalm, 'Let not the 
errors of my youth,' &c. and that other, ♦ Lo, children are God's 
heritage,' ^. in which last Mrs Bums — who, by the by, has a 
glorious 'wood-note wild' at either old scmg or psalmody— joins me 
with ike pathos of Handel's Messiah. R. B. 
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Robert AinsHe used to relate that Boms often quoted with 
great relish the verses from the 127th psalm in the Scottish 
translation : 

Lo, children are Ood's heritage, ^ 

The womb's fruit his reward : 
The sons of youth as arrows are. 

For strong men's hands pr^ared. 
O happy is the man that hath 

His quiver filled with those 
They unashamed in the gate 

Shall speak unto their foes. 

The rough, antique force of these verses, and the cheerful view 
which they give of the natural character of that which modern 
society has perverted into an encumbrance — were what made them 
favourites with the bard. Mr Ainslie used to add, that a young 
companion of his, who afterwards became a judge under the name 
of Lord Cringletie, added greatly to the amusement of a mirthful 
company before which Bums had one evening repeated them,i 
when, with great simplicity, he praised them as verses of the 
bard^s own composition. 



TO MB BOBSBT AINSLIB. 

Ellisland, 9th June I78a 

My dear Friend— I am perfectly ashamed of myself when I look 
at the date of your last It is not that I forget the friend of my 
heart and the companion of my peregrinations, but I have been 
condemned to drudgery beyond sufferance, though not, ihaii]fi Qod, 
beyond redemption. I have had a collection of poems by a lady put 
into my hands to prepare them for the press ; which horrid task, 
with sowing com with my own hand, a parcel of masons, wrights, 
plasterers, &e. to attend to, roaming on business through Ayrshire 
— all this was against me, and the very first dreadful article was of 
itself too much for me. 

13^. — I have not had a moment to spare from incessant toil since 
the 8 th. Life, my dear sir, is a serious matter. You know by expe- 
rience that a man's individual self is a good deal ; but, believe me, a 
wife and family of children, whenever you have the honour to be 
a husband and a father, will shew you that your present and most 
anxious hours of solitude are spent on trifles. The welfare of those 
who are very dear to us, whose only support, hope, and stay we are 
^this to a generous mind is another sort of more important object 
of care than any concerns whatever which centre merely in the 
bdividuaJ. On the other h&nd, let no young, unmarried, rake- 
helly dog among yoH make a soog of his. pretended liber^ and 
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freedom from care. If the rdati(ms we stond in to king, comtiiy, 
kindred, and friends, be anything but the visionary fancies of 
dreaming metaphysicians; if religion, virtue, magnanimity, gene- 
rosity, humanity, and justice be aught but empty sounds; then the 
man who may be said to live only for others, for the beloved, 
honourable female, whose tendei^ &ithfhl embrace oadears life, and 
for the helpless little innocents who are to be the men and women, 
tiie worshippers of his God, the subjects of his king, and the support^ 
nay, the very vital existence, of his gountrt, in the ensuing age — 
compare such a man with imy fellow whatever, who, whether he 
bustle and push in business among labourers, clerks, statesmen; or 
whether he roar and rant, and drink and sing in taverns — a feUow 
over whose grave no one will breathe a single heigh-ho, except from 
the cobweb-tie of what is called good-fellowship— who has no view 
nor aim but what terminates in himself— if there be any grovelling, 
earthbom wretch of our species, a renegade to common sense, who 
would fain believe that the noble ereature man is no better than a 
sort of fungus, generated out of nothing, nobody knows how, and 
soon dissipating in nothing, nobody knows where— such a stupid 
beast, such a crawling reptile, might balance the foregoing unexag- 
gerated comparison, but no one dse would have the patience. 

Forgive me» my dear sir, for this long silence. To make you 
amends I shall s^ad you soon, and, more encouraging still, without 
any postage, one or two rhymes of my later manufacture. R. B. 

While residing at EUisland, Bums with his family attended 
worship at Dunscore church, three or four miles distant among 
the hills. The minister, Mr Kirkpatrick, was a zealous Calvinist, 
and therefore not a favourite with our poet. Burns seems to have 
listened to his doctrines under a constant mental protest. 



TO MRS DUNtOP. 

Ellibland, 21^ June 1789. 
Dear Madam — ^Will you take the effusions, the miserable effusions 
of low spirits just as they flow fi*om their bitter spring ? I know 
not of any particular cause for this worst of all my foes besetting 
me ; but for some time my soul has been beclouded with a thickening 
atmosphere of evil imaginations and gloomy presages. 

MmUU^ Eveninff. 
I have just heard Mr Kirkpatrick preach a sermon. He is a man 
famous for his benevolence, imd I revere him ; but from such ideas 
of my Creator, good Lord, deliver me! Religion, my honoured 
friend, is surely a simple business, as it equally concerns the ignorant 
and the learned, the poor and tlie ricn. That there is an incomprc- 
hensil^ Great Being, to whotn I owe my existence, and that he must 
in. C 
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be intimately acquainted viUi the operations ai^d progroBS of the 
internal maehinery, and consequent outward deportment of this 
creature which he Ims made — these are, I think, self-evident propo- 
sitions. That there is a real and eternal distinction between virtue , 
and vice, and consequently that I am an accountable creature ; that 
from the seeming nature of the human mind, as well as from the 
evident imperfection, nay, positive injustice, in the administration 
of affairs, both in the natural and moral worlds, there must be a 
retributive scene of existence beyond the grave — ^must, I think, be 
allowed by every one who will give himself a nuunent's reflection. 
I will go farther, and affirm that from the sublimity, excellence, and 
purity of h^a doctrine and precepts, unparalleled by all the aggre- 
gated wisdom and learning of many preceding ages, though, to 
appearance he himself was the obscurest and most illiterate of our 
q>6<Hes— therefore Jesus Christ was from €fod. 

Whatever mitigates the woes^ or increases the haziness of others, 
this is my criterion of goodness ; and whatever injures society at 
large, or any individual in it, this is my measure of iniquity. 

What think you, madam, of my creed ? I trust that I have said 
nothing that wiU lessen me in the eye of one whose good opinion I 
value almost next to the ai^robation of my own mind, K. B. 

Helen Maria Williams, who had been introduced to Bums hy 
Dr Moore, sent him, in June 1787, a letter enclosing some poems 
which that gentleman had addressed to herself. She told Bums 
that, her mother being a Scotchwoman, she had been competent 
to understand the language of the Ayrshire bard, * had read his 
poems with satisfaction, and shared the triumph of his country in 
producing his laurels.' She afterwards sent him a poem of her 
own on the slave-trade. 

TO MISS WILLIAMS. 

Ellisland lAvgusf] 1789. 

Mat^au — Of the many. problems in the nature of that wonderful 
creature, man, this is one of the most extraordinary, that he shall go on 
from day to day, from week to week, from month to month, or perhaps 
from year to year, suffering a hundred times more in an hour from 
the impotent consciousness of neglecting what he ought to do, than 
the very doing of it would cost him. I am deeply indebted to you, 
first for a most elegant poetic compliment ; then for a polite, obliging 
letter; and, lastiy, for your excellent poem on the slave-trade; imd 
yet, wretch that I am ! though the debts were debts of honour, and 
the creditor a lady, I have put off and put off even the veiy 
acknowledgment of tiie obligation, until you must indeed be the very 
angel I take you for if you can forgive me. 

Your poem I have read with the highest pleasure. I have a way 
whenever I read a book — ^I m^an a book in our own trade, madam, 
ft poetio^ne— and when it is my own property^ that I take a pencil 
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and inark ai the ends of yerses, or note on margins and odd paper, 
little criticisms of approbation or disapprobation as I peruse along. 
I win make no apology for presenting you with a few unconnected 
thouglits that occurred to me in my repeated perusals of your poem. 
I want to shew yon that I have honesty enough to teU yon what I 
take to be truths, even when they are not quite on Uie side of 
approbation; and I do it in the ,firm fiuth tliat you have equal 
greatness of mind to hear them with pleasure. 

I know very little of scientific criticism ; so all I can pretend to 
in that intricate art is merely to note, as I read along, what passages 
strike me fls being unconunonly beautiful, and where the expression 
seems to be perplexed or feulty. 

The poem opens finely. There are none of those idle prefatory 
lines which one may slop over before one comes to the subject. 
Verses 9th and 10th in particular — 

Where ocean's unseen bound 
Leaves a drear world of waters round— 

are truly beantiful. The cnmile of the hurricane is likewise fine, 
and indeed, beautiful as the poem is, almost all the similes rise 
decidedly above it From verse 31st to verse 50th is a pretty eulogy 
on (Britain. Verse 36th, 'That foul drama deep with wrong,' is 
nobly expressive. Verse 46th, I am afraid, is rather unworthy of 
the rest; *to dare to feel' is an idea that I do not altogether like. 
The contrast of valour and mercy, from the 46th verse to the 50th, 
IB admirable. 

Either my apprehension is dull, or there is something a little 
confused in the apostrophe to Mr Pitt. Verse 55th is the antecedent 
to verses 57th and 58th, but in verse 58th the connection seems 
ungrammatical :— 

Powers ♦ * ♦ * 

« « * « 

With no gradatkms marked their flight. 
But rose- at once to glory's height. 

Ris'n should be the word instead of rose. Try it in prose. Powers 
— their flight marked by no gradations, but [the same powers] 
risen at once to the height of glory. Likewise verse 53d, *For this,' 
is evidently ioateant to lead on the sense of the verses 59tli^ 60th, 61st, 
and 62d; bnt let us try how the thread of connection runs — 

F(»>thiii » * « 
* ♦ -* ♦ 

The deeds of mercy, that emhraoe 
A distant sphere, an alien race, 
ShaXi. virtue's lipa record, and daim 
The fairest honours of thy name. 

I lieg pardon if I niis24>prehend the matter, bnt this f^p&an la 
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me the only imperfect passage in the poem. The comparison <yf 

the sunbeam is fine. ^ 

The compliment to the Duke of Bichmond is, I hope^ as just as 
it is certainly elegant. The thought^ 

Virtue * ♦ ♦ 

« « « « 

Sends from her unsullied souroe, : 
The gems of thought their purest faroe^ 

is exceeding beautifuL The idea, from verse 81st to the^85th, that 
the < blest decree' is like the beams of morning ushering in the 
glorious day of liberty, ought not to pass unnoticed or unapplauded; 
From y^ise 85th to verse 108th, is an animated contrast between 
the unfeeling selfishness of the oppressor on the one hand, and the 
misery of the captive on the other. Verse 88th might perhaps be 
amended thus : * Nor ever quit her narrow maze.* We are said 
to pose a bound, but we quit a maze. Verse 100th is exquisitely 
beautiful — 

- They, whom wasted blessings tire. 

Verse 110th is, I doubt, a clashing of metaphors;, ^to load a span' 
is, I am afraid, an unwarrantable expression. In verse 114th, * Cast 
the universe in shade,' is a fine idea. From the 115th verse to the 
142d is a striking description of the wrongs of the poor African. 
Verse 120th, * The load of unremitted pain,' is a remarkable, strong 
expression. The address to the advocates for abolishing the slave- 
trade, from verse 143d to verse ^208th, is animated with the true 
life of genius. The picture of oppression — 

While she links ha: imi^us chain. 
And calculates the price of pain i 
Weighs agony in sordid scales. 
And mirks if life or death prevails^ 

is nobly executed. 

Wl^ a tender idea is in verse 180ihl Indeed that whole de- 
scription of home may vie with Thomson's description of home^ 
somewhere in the beginning of his Autumn, I do not remember to 
have seen a stronger expression of misery than is contained in these 
verses — 

Condanned, severe extreme, to live 
When all is fled that life can give. 

The comparison of our distant joys to distant objects is equally 
original imd striking. 

The character and manners of the dealer in the infernal traffic 
is a well done, though a horrid picture. I am not sore how far 
introducing the sailor was right; for though the sailor's common 
characteristic is generosity, yet in this case he is certainly not only 
an unconcOTned witness^ but in some degree an iaffioieni agent in 
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yie bnsiiiess. Verse 224fch ia a nervous . . . expressive — * The heart 
convulsive anguish breaks.* The d^cription of the captive wretch 
when he arrives in the West Indies is carried on with equal spirit. 
The thought that the oppressor's sorrow on seeing the slave pine, is 
like the butcher's regret when his destined lamb dies a natural 
death, is exceedingly fine. 

I am got so much into Uie cant of criticism, that I begin to be 
afraid lest I have nothing except the cmt of it ; and instead of 
elucidating my audior, am only benighting myeelf. For this rea- 
son, I will not pretend to go through the whole poem. Some few 
remaining beautiful lines, however, I cannot pass over. Yerse 
280th is the strongest description of selfishness I ever saw. The 
, comparison in verses 285th and 286th is new and fine ; and the line, 
'Your arms to penury yon lend,' is excellent. 

In verse 317Ui, 'like' should certainly be 'as' or 'so;' for 
instance — 

His sway the hard^ied boBom leads 

To cmelty'fl remorseless deeds : 

As (or, so) the blue ligbtniiig when it springs 

With fury on its livid wings. 

Darts on the goal with rapid foroe, 

Nor heeds that ruin marks its oourse. 

If you insert the word 'like* where I have placed 'as* you must 
alter ' darts * to ' darting,* and ' heeds ' to ' heeding,* in order to make 
it grammar. A tempest is a favourite subject with the poets, but 
I do not remember anything, even in Thomson's WirUer, superior 
to your verses from the 347th to the 35l8t. Indeed, the last simile, 
beginning with ' Fancy may dress,' &;c. and ending with the 350th 
verse, is, in my opinion, the most beautiful passage in the poem ; 
it would do honour to the greatest names that ever graced our 
profession. 

I will not beg your pardon, madam, for these strictures^ as my 
conscience tells me that for once in my life I have acted up to the 
duties of a Christian, in doing as I would be done by. 

I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr Moore, where he tells 
me that he has sent me some books ; they are not yet come to hand^ 
but I hear they are on the way. 

Wishing you all success in your progress in the path of fame, and 
that you may equally escape the danger of stumbling through 
incautious speed, or losing ground through loitering neglect. I 
am, &c. KB. 

To the above letter the following is Miss Williams's answer; — 

7th August 1789. 
Dear Sir — ^I do not lose a moment in returning you my sincere 
acknowledgments for your letter, and your criticism on my poem^ 
which is a very flattering proof that you have read it with attention. 
I think your objections ^ perfldctly ju9t» exc^t in ene instance. 
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You liave indeed bee]\ very profuse of paneg3nric on my little 
performance. A mnch less portion of applause from you would have 
been gratifying to mei, since I think its value depends entirely upon 
the source from whence it proceeds— the incense of praise, like other 
incense, is more grateful from the quality than the quantity of the 
odour. 

I hope you still cultivate the pleasures of poetry, which are 
precious even independent of the rewards of fame. Perhaps the 
most valuable property of poetry is its power of disengaging the 
mind from worldly cares, and leading the imagination to the richest 
springs of intellectual enjoyment; since, however frequently life 
may be chequered with ^oomy scenes, those who truly love the 
Muse can always find one liUle path adorned with flowers and 
cheered by sunshine. 



TO MR JOHN LOGiN.l 

Bi.Li8LAxi>, near Duit^fria, 1(h Aug, 1789L 
Dsut Snt — ^I intended to have written you long ere now, and as I 
told you I had gotten three stanzas and a half on my way in a poetic 
epistle to you; but that old enemy of all good toarke, the devil, 
threw me into a prosaic mire, and for the soul of me I cannot get 
out of it. I dare not write you a long letter, as I am going to intrude 
on your time with a long ballad. I have, as you will shortly see, 
finished * The Kirk's Alarm;' but, now that it is done, and that I 
have laughed once or twice at the conceits in some of the stanzas, I 
am determined not to let it get into the public; so I send you this 
copy, the first that I have sent to Ayrshire, except some few of the 
stanzas which I wrote off i^ embryo for Gavin Hamilton, under the 
express provision and request that you will only read it to a few of 
us, and do not on any account give or permit to be taken any copy 
of the ballad. If I could be of any service to Dr MKj^ill I would do 
it^ though it should be at a much greater expense than irritating a 
few bigoted. priests; but I am airaid serving him in his present 
erribarraa ia a task too hard for me. I have enemies enow, God 
knows, though I do not wantonly add to the number. Still, as I 
think there is some merit in two or three of the thoughts, I send it 
to you as a small, but sincere testimony how much, and with what 
respectful esteem, I am, dear sir, your obliged humble servant, 

KB. 

The poem alladed to in this letter was a satire evoked by an 
ecclesiastical case in which Burners heterodox tendencies and 
personal friendships were deeply interested. Dr William M'Gill, 
one of the two ministers conjoined in the parochial charge of 

I OfKnofindifunodi, In Glen Afton, Ayrshire. 
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Ayr, had pubKshed in 1786, A PracHcal Essay pn the Deaih of 
Jesus Christy in Two Farts; containing^ 1, the History ^ 2, the Doctrine, 
of his Death, which was supposed to inculcate principles of both 
Arian and Socinian character, and provoked many severe censures 
from the more rigid party of the church. M'GiU remained silent 
under the attacks of his opponents, till Dr William Peebles of 
Newton-upon-Ayr, a neighbour, and hitherto a friend, in preaching 
a centenary sermon on the Revolution, November 6, 1788, de- 
nounced the essay as heretical, and the author as one who ' with 
one hand received the privileges of the church, while with the 
other he was endeavouring to plunge the keenest poniard into her 
heart.' M'Gill published a defence, which led, in April 1789, to 
the introduction of the case into the presbjrterial court of Ayr, 
and subsequently into that of the synod of Glasgow and Ayr. 
Meanwhile, the public out of doors was agitatmg the question 
with the keenest interest, and the strife of the libend and zealous 
parties in the church had reached a painfrd extreme. It was now 
that Bums took up the pen in behalf of M'Gill, whom he looked 
on as a worthy and enlightened person suffering an unw<»rthy 
persecution. 

THB kirk's alarm. 

Orthodox, orthodox, 

Wha believe in Jolm Elnox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience; 

There's a heretic blast 

Has been blawn in the wast» 
That what is not sense must be nonsense. 

Dr Mac,^ Dr Mac, 

Tou should stretch on a rack. 
To strike evil doers wi' terror; 

To join faith and sense 

Upon any pretence 
Is heretic, damnable error. 

1 X)T M'Oai. The essay published by this reverend gentleman Is described by 
one of his surviving friends as a work oi considerable ability. He was a Sodnian in 
prineiide, though not a disciple of Sodnus, ntme of whose works he had ever read. 
In his personal and domestic character he was a strange mixture of simplicity and 
stoicism. He seldom smiled, but often set the table in a roar 1^ his quaint 
remarks. He was inflexibly regular in the distribution of his time : he studied bo 
much every day, and took his walk at the same hour in all kinds of wealAier. He 
I^yed at golf a whole twdvemonth witliout the omission of a single week-day, 
except the three on which there are religious services at the time of the communion. 
His views of many of the dispensations of Providence were widely diflbrent tnta 
those of the bulk of sooietji; A friend told him of an old clergyman, an early com- 
panion of his own, who, having entered the pulpit in his canonicals, and being * 
about to commence service, fell back and expired in a mcnoent. Dr M*Gill clapped 
his hands together, and Mid: * That was very derinUe; he lived all the day« of his 
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Town of Ayr, town of Ayr,^ 

*lt was mad, I declare. 
To meddle wi' mischief a-brewing; 

Provost John^ is still deaf 

To the church's relief, 
And orator Bob^ is its ruin. 

D'rymple mild,* D'r3rmple mild, 

Though your heart's like a chiM, 
And your life like the new-driven snaw ; 

Tei that winna save ye, 

Auld Satan must have ye. 
For preaching that three's ane and twa. 

Bumble John,^ Rumble John, 

Mount the steps wi' a groan. 
Cry, the book is wi'iieresy crammed; 

Then lug out your ladle, 

Deal brimstone like adle, muok-vatBr 

And roar every noto of the damned. 

life.' The moniing after a dcnnestie calamity of the most hairowing lund, tb« 
'reverend doetor» to the Burpriae of his flock, ofBoiated in cimroh witti his usual 
serenity. He conversed on self-murder with the coolness of a Roman philosopher. 
One day, when he was in his study examining a huge folio, with his back to the 
door, and only the writer of these notes in his presence, a stranger suddenly walked 
in— a singiQar being named Macrae, who had written a translation of the Bible, 
and now wandered through the country as an interpreter of dreams. Without 
pr^ftce or introduction the intruder exclaimed : * Dr M*Gill, I*m a phenomenon ! ' 
The doctor looked round, and the expression of the countenances of tl^B two 
originals would have formed a sutijeot for the pencil of Hogarth. 

1 When Dr M* Gill's case first came before the synod, the magistrates of Ayr 
published an advertisement in the newspapers, bearing a warm testimony to the 
excellence of the de f ende r 's character, and their appreciation of his services as a 
pastor. 

s John Ballantyne, Bsq^ banker, provost at Ayr, the prime mover, probably, in 
the testimony in fiivour of Dr M'Oill— the same individual to whom the 2Wa Brig* 
is dedicated. There could not have been a nobler instance of true benevolence and 
manty worth than that furnished l^ Provost Ballantyne. His hospitable mansion 
was known for and wide, and he was the friend of every liberal measure. At an 
election for the Ayr district of burghs, the delegate for Campbeltown being detained 
l^ stormy weather, the Ayr electors,' who had the casting vote, were disposed to 
nominate their i^ovost ; but Mr Ballantyne disdained taking advantage of an 
accident, and caused the vote to be given for the person whom the Campbeltown 
delegate waa known to fovour. 

8 Mr Robert Aiken, writer in Ayr, to whom the Cotter*t Saturdap Night la 
inscribed. He exerted his powerful oratorical talents as agent for M'Oill in the 
presybtery and qmod. 

* The Rer. Dr William Daliymple, senior minister of the collegiate charge of 
Ayr—a man of extraordinary benevolenoe and worth. It is related that, one day 
meeting an almost naked b^;gar in the country, he took off his coat and waistcoat, 
gave the latter to the poor man, then put on his coat, buttoned it up, and wMked 
home. He died in 1814, after having fulfilled his duties for sixty-eight years. If 
. we are to believe the poet, his views respecting the Trinity had not been strictly 
orthodox. 

6 The Rev. John Ruwell, oelehrated In the HoIj; Pair, 
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Bunper James,i Siinper Jamesi 

Leave die fair Killie dames, 
There's a holier chase in your view ; 

111 lay on your head. 

That Uie pack yell soon lead, 
For puppies like you there's but few. 

Singet Sawney,^ Singet Sawney, 

Are ye huirding the penny, 
TJnconseiotis what evils await ; 

Wi' a jnmp, yell, and howl, 

Alarm every soid, 
For the fool thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Auld,3 Daddy Auld, 

There's a tod in the iauld, fax 

A tod meikle waur than the clerk ;4 

Though ye downa do skaith, cannot harm 

Ye '11 be in at the death, 
And if ye eanna bite, ye may bark. 

Davie Bluster,^ Davie Bluster, 

For a saint if ye muster. 
The corps is no nice of recruits ; * 

Yet to worth let's be just^ 

Royal blood ye might boast, 
If the ass was the king of the brutes. 

Jamy Goose,^ Jamy Goose, 

Ye hae made but toom roose, empty praiio 

In hunting the wicked lieutencmt; 

But Uie Doctor's your mark. 

For the L — d's haly ark, 
He has cooper'd and cawt a wrong pin in't. ' 

Poet Willie,7 Poet Willie, 
Gie the Doctor a volley, 

1 The Rev. James Mackinlajr, miniBter of Kilmarnock, the hero of the OrdinoHon, 
s The Ber. Mr Alexander Moodie, of Riooarton, one of the heroes of the 2Wa 
Herds. 
8 The Rer. Mr Auld, of ManchUne. 

* The clerk was Mr Gavin Hamilton, whose defence againiri; tiie charges 
preferred by Mr Auld, as elsewhere stated, had occasioned much trouble to this 
clergyman. 

* Mr Grant, Ochiltree. 
^ Mr Young, Cumnock. 

7 The Rev. Dr Peebles. He had excited some ridicule by a line in a poem on 
the Centenary of the Revolution : 

* And bound in Liberty's endearing chain.* 

The poetry of this gentleman is said to have been indt^Ferent. He attempted wit 
In private conversation witti no better success. 
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Wi* your 'liberty's Chain' and y4nip wit; 

O'er Pegasus' side 

Ye ne^er laid a stride. 
Ye but smelt, man, the place 'where he — • 

Andro Gouk,^ AncUx) Gouk, 

Ye may slander the book, 
And the book not the waur, let me teQ ye ; 

Ye are rich, and look big, 

But lay by hat and wig, 
And ye'U hae a oalf^i head o' sma^ yahte. 

Barr Steenie,^ Barr Steenie, 

What mean ye — ^what mean ye! 
If ye '11 meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 

Ye may hae some pretence 

To bavins and sense, 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine-side,^ Irvine-side, 

Wi* your turkey-cock pride, 
Of manhpod but sma* is your share ; 

Ye've the figure, 'tis true, 
* Even your faes will allow. 

And your friends they dare grant yon nao mair. 

Muirland Jock,^ Muirland Jock, 

Whom the L — d made a rock 
To crush Common Sense for her sins, 

If ill manners were wit, 

There's no mortal so fit 
To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will,« Holy Will, 
There was wit i' your skull, 

1 Dr AnJIrew Mitchell, Monkton. Extreme love of money, and a strange conlii- 
rion of ideas, charaoterised this presbyter. In his prayer for the royal feonily, ho 
•nonid oxpress himself thus: 'Bless the King— his Majesty the (^aeen— herM^esty 
the Prince of Wales.' The word chemistry he pronounced in three dflferent ways 
•^leipistiy, shemistry, and tchemistiy—- bat never by any chance in the right way. 
Notwithstanding the antipathy he could scarcely help feeling towards Biurns, one 
of the poet's cmnic verses would make him ]au£^ heartily, and oonfees that, * after 
all, he was a droll Hallow/ 

' Rev. Stephen Young, Barr. 

> Rev. George Smith, Qalston. This gentleman is praised as fHendly to Common 
8ense in the Holjf Fair, The offence whidi was taken at that praise prohaldy 
embittered the poet against him. 

* Rev. John Shepherd, Muirkirk. The statistical aooount of Huirkirk contributed 
by this gentleman to Sir John Sinclair's n^ork, is above the average in inteUigenco 
and very agreeably written. He had, however, an unfortunate habit of saying ruds 
things, which he mistook for wit, and thus laid himself open to Bums's satire. 

* The elder, WSniam Fisher, whom Bums had formerly scourged. 
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When ye pilfered ^tte alms o^ the poor ; 

The timfaier is scant. 

When ye 're ta*en fm a saiint^ 
Wha should swing in a rape for an hour. 

Calvin's sons, Calyin's Bon% 

Seize your spir'tnal guns, 
Anmmnition you never can need ; 

Your hearts are the stuff. 

Will be powther enough, 
And your skulls are st(»ehouses o' lead. 

Poet Bums, Poet Boms^ 

Wi' your priest-skelping tuma^ 
Why desert ye your aold native shkef 

Though your Muse is a gipsy, 
, Yet were she e'en tipsy, 
She could ca* us nae waur than we are.^ 

It may be added that the war raged, tiH, in April 1790, tha 
case came on for trial before the synod, when M'Gill stopped 
farther procedure by giving in a document expressive of his deep 
regret for the disquiet he had occasioned, explaining the challenged 
passages of his book, and declaring his adherence to the standsids 
of the church on the points of doctrine in question.' 

Bums seems nqt to have entered upon his new house at Ellis- 
land till the year 1789 was somewhat advanced, for he addressed 
letters to his brother William in March, dating from the Isle. 
Elizabeth Smith remembers the removal from that narrow tene 
ment to the better accommodations of EUisland, though she cannot 
be precise about the time. Bums came to her, and with a slight 
smile on his face desbed her to take the family Bible and a bowl 
of salt, and placing the one upon the other, carry them to the new 

1 In the preeent verrion of thiapoem adraittage is taken of a few Tarioui readings 
from, a co|^ published hj AUan Cunningham, in wliich there is a cnrioas repetition 
of the last liiie of each Verse, along with the name of the party addressed. ▲ 
specimen of this arrangement is given in the following additional atanxa, from 
Allan's copy:— 

Alton's laird, Afton's laird. 
When your pen can be spared, 
A copy of this I bequeath 
On the same sidcer score. 
As I mentioned before. 
To that trusty auld worthy, Claokleith, 

Afton's laird; 
To that trusty auld worthy, Clacldelth. 

»Dr M*Gill died March 30, 1807, at the age of seyenty-six, and to the forty-rfxth 
year of his ministry. The account of the controversy here given is abridged from 
Murrap's Literary Histmy of QaiUnoay. The notes on the clergymen are from a 
living member of their profestion (1851), who officiated ia Ayzirtiire at a time no* 
long 8uliBe<iaent to the period of the poem. 
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houfie, and walk into it before any ottier person. This was the 
old freU appropriate to the taking possession of a new house, the 
object being to secure good -luck for all who should tenant it. 
The poet, l^e a man of imagination, delighted in such ancient 
observanges, albeit his understanding on a rigid tasking would h(ive 
denied their conclusions. He himself, with his wife on his arm, 
followed little Betty, the Bible and salt, and so entered upon the 
possession of what was comparatively to him the Great Babylon 
which he had built. 

On the 18th of August his spouse brought him an infant, whom 
he named Francis Wallace, in honour of Mrs Dunlop. 8eeing 
his family thus extending, and perhaps not greatly in heart about 
the second year's crop of his farm, he about this time api^ed to 
Mr Graham of Fintry to be nominated Excise-officer of the rural 
district in which he lived. He took this step entirely as & 
prudential one, calculating on being a gainer by it to an extent 
not much less than forty pounds a year, which he thought a most 
desirable addition to the profits of his fkrm. According to Allan 
Cunningham, who had opportunities of being well informed about 
the Ellisland period of Bums's life, he contemplated devoting his 
farm chiefly to the business of the dauy. His sisters were sldlled 
in this branch of rural economy, and had imparted their know- 
ledge as far as possible to Mrs Bums. He thought that, while 
Jean, with the assistance of some of her west-country sisterhood, 
managed the cows and their produce, he himself might go on 
with the Excise business, and still have a sufficiency of time for 
the reduced duties connected with Ellisland which were then left 
to himself. Thus both ways money would be coming in. It was 
a good and plausible plan ; but, as Mr Cunningham observes — 

* The best-laid sch^nes o' mice and men 
Gang aft agley.' 

The poet, however, deserves credit for his good intention, and for 
the castigation of spirit to which he must have submitted on the 
occasion. 

* Searching anld wives' barrels, 

Och, honi the day! 
That clarty barm shoidd fitain my laurels ; diriy yeMt 

But — what'U ye say I 
These movin' things ca'd wives and weans, children 
Wad move tlie very hearts o' stanesl * 

So he had extemporaneously sung on getting his appointment. 
The verse shews the motive, and does the poet honour. 

We have seen that Bums sent his protest against Mr Kirk* 
patrick*B revolution-sermon to the editor of the Star^ a I^ondoB 
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evening paper. He had more recently transmitted to the same 
quarter Delia, an Ode, and now he appears to have proposed 
to the editor something like a regular correspondence. Dr 
Currie preserved some degree of mystery regarding both the 
paper and the editor; and it was not without coasiderable 
difficulty that the present biographer obtained light respecting 
both. As already mentioned, the editor was Mr Peter Stuart, 
long after known by his connection in succession with the Morning 
Post and the Oracle, In the Anti- Galilean position then assmned 
by this gentleman, we may discern one sufficient reason for the 
suppression of his name by Currie. His letter is valuable for the 
testimony it bears to the fascinating social character of the lamented 
Robert Fergusson, who had been a schoolfellow and companion of 
his elder brother Charles, now a dramatic writer of some tempor- 
ary fame. Mr Daniel Stuart, a younger brother, and the most 
notable man of the three, was the employer of Mr Coleridge in 
the Morning Paty uid a most generous friend towards that 
extraordinary person during many subsequent years. 

[to MB ROBBRT BURNS.] 

London, Sth^Avffttst 1789. 

My dear SiRr-^Excuse me when I say, that the uncommon 
abilities which you possess must render your correspondence very 
acceptable to any one. I can assure you I am particularly proud of 
your partiality^ and shall endeavour, by every method in my power, 
to merit a continuance of your politeness. * * 

When you can spare a few moments, I should be proud of a letter 
from you, directed for me, Gerard Street, Soho. * * 

I cannot express my happiness sufficiently at the instance of your 
attachment to my late inestimable friend. Bob Fergusson,^ who was 
particularly intimate with myself and rdations. While I recollect 
with pleasure his exU-aordinary talents and many amiable qualities, 
it affords me the greatest consolation that I am honoured with the 
correspondence of his successor in natural simplicity and genius. 
That Mr Bums has refined in the art of poetry, must readily be 
admitted ; but notwithstanding, many favourable representations, I 
am yet to learn' that he inherits his convivial powers. 

There was such a richness of conversation, such a plenitude of 
fancy and attraction in him» that when I call the happy period 
of our intercourse to my memory, I feel myself in a state of 
delirium. I was then younger than he by eight or ten years, but 
his manner was so felicitous, that he enraptured every person 
around him, and infused into the hearts of the young and old the 
spirit and animation which operated on his own mind — I am, dear 
sir, yours, &c. 

1 The erecti(m of a xnonnincnt to hinu 
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TO MR [PBTER STUART.] 

Mr DBiiR Sir— The hurry of a farmer in this particular season, 
and the indolence of a poet at all times and seasons, will, I hope, 
plead my excuse for neglecting so long to answer your obliging letter 
of the 5Ui of August. 

That you have done well in quitting your laborious concern in 
* * I do not doubt; the weighty reasons you mention were, I 
hope very, and deservedly indeed weighty ones, and your health is 
a matter of the last importance ; but whether the remaining pro- 
prietors of Uie paper have also done well, is what I much doubt. 
The [Star]f so far as I was a reader, exhibited such a brilliancy of 
point, such an elegance of paragraph, and such a variety of intelli- 
gence, that I can hardly conceive it possible to continue a daily 
paper in the same degree of excellence : but if there was a man who 
had abilities equal to the ta^ that n(ian*s assistance the propnetors 
have lost. 

When I received your letter, I was transcribing for [the Star] my 
letter to the magistrates of the Canongate, Edinburgh, begging their 
permission to place a tombstone over poor Fergusson, and their edict 
in consequence of my petition ; but now I shall send them to ' 
Poor FergussonI If there be a life beyond the grave, which I trust 
there is; and if there be a good God pi^esiding over all nature, 
which I am sure there is — thou art now enjoying existence in a 
glorious world, where worth of the heart alone is distinction in the 
man; where riches, deprived of all their pleasure - purchasing 
powers, return to Uieir native sordid matter; where titles and 
honours are the disregarded reveries of an idle dream ; and where 
that heavy virtue, wMch is the negative consequence of steady 
dulness, and those thoughtless, though often destructive follies, which 
are the unavoidable aberrations of frail human nature, will be 
thrown into equal oblivion as if they had never been ! 

Adieu, my dear sir t 80 soon as your present views and schemes 
are concentred in an aim, I shall be glad to hear from you, as 
your welfare and happiness is by no means a subject indifferent to, 
yonrs^ B. B. 



TO MBS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, &h 8epL ITMl 

Bbar IfADAM-— I have mentioned in my last my iq>pointment to 

the Excise, and the birth of little Frank ; who, by the by, I trust will 

be no discredit to the honourable name of Wallace, as he has a fine 

manly countenanoe, and a figure that might do credit to a little 
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ftUow two montliB older ; and likewise an excellent good tempefi 
though when he pleases he has a pipe, only not quite so loud as the 
horn that his immortal namesake blew as a signal to take out the 
pin of Stirling bridge.^ 

I had some time ago an epistle, part poetic and part prosaic, from 
your poetess, Mrs J. Little, a very ingenious but modest composition. 
I should have written her as she requested, but for the hurry of this 
new business. I have heard of her and her compositions in this 
country, and, I am happy to add, always to the honour of her character. 
The &ct is, I know not well how to write to her — ^I should sit down 
to a sheet of paper that I knew not how to stain. I am no dab at 
fine-drawn letter-writing ; and, except when prompted by friendship 
or gratitude, or, which hi^pens extremely rarely, inspired by the 
Muse (I know not her name) that presides over epistolary Mrriting, 
I sit down, when necessitated to write, as I would sit down to 
beat hemp. 

Some parts of your letter of the 20th August struck me with the 
most melancholy concern for the state of your mind at present. 

Would I could write you a letter of comfort, I would sit down to 
it with as much pleasure as I would to write an epic poem of my own 
composition, that should equal the Jliad, Beligion, my dear Mend, 
is the true comfort ! A strong persuasion in a future state of exist- 
ence; a proposition so obviously probable, that, setting revelation 
aside, every nation and people, so far as investigation has reached, 
for at least near four thousand years, have, in some mode or other, 
firmly believed it^ In vain would we reason and pretend to doubt. 
I have myself done so to a very daring piteh ; but when I reflected 
that I was opposing the most ardent wishes, and the most darling 
hopes of good men, and flying in the face of all human belief in aU 
ages, I was shocked at my own conduct. 

I know not whether I have ever sent you the following lines, or if 
yon have ever seen them ; but it is one of my favourite quotations^ 
which I keep constantly by me in my progress through Hfe, in the 
language of the book of Job, 

AgainBt the day of battle and of war. 

Spoken of religion : 

« Tia UUt, mj frfend, that streaks our morning bright, 
Tis &U« that gilda the hoTTOT of our night 
"When wealth fjonntkea va, and when fiiends are tew ; 
When frienda are fntttiloo a, cr when fbes poiaoe ; 



I ' Fraa Jop tiiehom he hinted and oonthUvr 
8ae aa^iely, and warned gode Sdka Wright ; 
Tlie rowar oot he strake with great sleight ; 
The lave gaed down, when the pin out gaes. 
A Udeena cry amang the people raise ; 
Baith horse and men into the water fell,' See. 



-The WaUaee^bookiriLUiiemk 
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Tis this tl^t waida the blow, or BtiUs the fiinact^ 
DiBarms affliction, or repels his dart ; 
Within the breast bids purest raptures rise. 
Bids smiling consoieuoe spread htt dioodleaB aidetf.* 

I have been busy with Zduco. The doctor is so obliging as to 
request my opinipn of it ; and I have been revolving in my mind 
some kind of criticisms on novel- writing, but it is a depth beyond my 
research. I shall, however, digest my thoughts on the subject as well 
as I can. Zeluco is a most sterling performance. 

Farewell 1 A JDieu, le bon DieUfje vovs commende / 

We have to turn from this serious letter to two of the merriest 
afSnirs in which we have any record of Bums being concerned* 
The first was that which gave rise to his well-known song of 
Willie brewed a Peck 6* Maut. Bums's note upon that ditty gives 
its history. * This air is [Allan] Masterton's; the song mine. The 
occasion of it was this : Mr William Nicol, of the High School, 
Edinburgh, during the autumn vacation being at MoflGat, honest 
Allan — who was at that time on a visit to Dalswinton — and I went 
to pay Nicol a visit. We had such a joyous meeting, that Mr 
Masterton and I agreed, each in our own way, that we should 
celebrate the business.' 

WILLIB BBlBWSD A PECK O' HAUT. 

' Willie brewed a peck o* maut^ 

And Bob and Allan cam to pree : taste 

Three blither hearts that lee-lang night 
Te wad na find in Christendie. 

We are na fou', we're nae that fbu*, 

But just a dmppie in our ee ; 
The cock may craw, the day may ^w. 
And aye well taste the barley bree. 

Herie are we met, three merry boys, 

Three merry boys, I trow, are we ; 
And mony a night we Ve merry been, 

And mony mae we hope to be f 

It is the moon, I ken her horn, 

That's blinkin' in the lift sao hie; 
She shines sae bright to wile us hame, 

But, by my sooth, she'll wait a weo t 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa', 

A Qi^ckold, coward loon is he ! 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa',1 

fie is the king amang us three I 

1 In JohnMnti Museum— 

« Wha first beside his chair shaU &*• 
BvUentiyamistalM. 
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The date of this song is asoertained to be not later than the 
16th October 1789, because in a letter of Bums of that date {see 
onward) f he quotes two verses of it. As the vacation of the 
High School at that time extended from about the 13th August 
to the 25th of September, the date of the song may be ascertained 
as within that period of the year. A doubt, however, has arisen 
regarding the locality. Dr Currie stated that the meeting * took 
place at Laggan^ a farm purchased by Mr Nicol in Nithsdale, on 
the recommendation of Bums.* Allan Cunningham adopts this 
statem^it, gives Dunscore as the parochial situation of Laggan, 
and adds : * It [the song] was composed to commemorate the 
hcmse^Jieaimg^ as entering upon possession of a new house is called 
in Scotland. William Nicol made the browst strong and nappy ; 
and Allan Masterton, then on a visit at Dalswinton, crossed the 
NHh, and with the poet and his celebrated punch-bowl reached 
Laggan 

^ A wee before the sun gaed down." 

The sun, however, rose on their carousal, if the tradition of the 
land may be trusted.' 

It is trae that Nicol purchased a small estate called Laggan, not 
in the parish of Dunscore, wh^ch was Buras's parish, but in the 
adjacent one of Glencaim, and about a mile and a half from 
Maxwelton House. But there is good evidence thathe did not 
do so till the year following the composition of the song. We are 
furnished with a note of * a disposition by William Riddell of 
Commieston, W. S., to William Nicol, one of the masters of 
the High School, Edinburgh, of the lands of Meikle and Little 
Laggan, lying in the barony of Snaid, parish of Glencaim, 
and shire of Dumfries, dated 26 March 1790, and registered 
in the books of council and session, 2 April 1790.*^ It might 
be supposed possible that Nicol had obtained possession of 
his property before the date of the disposition, perhaps at 
the exchanging of missives of agreement, and that thus there 
might be a house-heating at Laggan in autumn 1789. But in a 
letter of Bums to Nicol, February 9, 1790 (see onward), there 
occurs the following passage : — * I hope Ned [Nicol's son] is a 
good scholar, and wiU come out to gather nuts with me next 

1 In an advertisement announcing the intended sale of parts of the estate 
of Maxwelton, which appears in an Edinboi^h newspaper of Slst November 
1786, * Lot VII.' is composed of the loads of Craiglyrian, about 790 acres, whereof 
17 are arable, and * the lands of Meikle and Little Laggans, consisting of about 
284 acres, whereof 69 are arable and 9 meadow - ground ; the remainder is good 
pasture -land, and there is some wood upon these lands.' It is stated that the 
lands of this lot are let together under a current lease till 1797> at the annual rent 
of JS12I, 188. 

I have been informed that Nicol paid about £1600 for the ] 
in. 
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faanrett.' Boms would assuredly not have written preeiselj 
in this manner, if Nicol had by that time acquired a eountry 
residence for himself and his family within four or five niiles of 
Ellisland, and as well provided with nuts as EUisland itself. 
We therefore conclude that Boms^s note npon the song 
is to be accepted as intimating Moffiit as the scene <^ the 
meeting, and that the statements of Ciurie and Cunningham 
are mistakes. 

A correspondent informs me that NicoFs mansion at La^an 
consisted merely of a but and a ben — that is, a cottage of two 
rooms. It may be admitted as far from unlikely, that Nicol and 
Bums had many meetings th^re, resembling that celebrated in the 
song. The house is now in ruins, and passes by the name of 
NiooVs WdHs. There is a hazel-copse behind the place, where 
our friend used to gather nuts in his schoolboy days ; so that 
most undoubtedly Ned was independent of the EUiskuid coppices 
at the vacation of 1790 and thereafter. 

Currie's note upon the song, written ten years after its composi- 
tion, concludes with a sentence which says all that a generoqs 
moralist would desire to be said on the ultra -merry meeting 
described by the bard. * These three honest fellows — all men of 
uncommon talents — are now all under ike turf.'' 

The second affair alluded to was one in which some of the 
Nithsdale gentlemen of Bums's acquaintance were concerned. Our 
bard, in introducing the ballad composed on the occasion, gives 
the following traditional recital : — * In the train of Anne of 
Denmark, when she came to Scotland with our James VI., there 
came over also a Danish gentleman of gigantic stature and great 
prowess, and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He had a little 
ebony whistle, which at the commencement of the orgies he laid 
on the table, and whoever was the last able to blow it, every- 
body else being disabled by the potency of the bottle, was to 
carry off the whistle as a trophy of victory. The Dane produced 
credentials of his victories, without a single defeat, at the courts 
of Copenhagen, Stockholm, Moscow, Warsaw, and several of the 
petty courts in Germany; and^challenged the Scots Bacchanalians 
to the alternative of trying his prowess, or else of acknowledging 
their inferiority. After many overthrows on the part of the Scots, 
the Dane was encountered by Sir Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton, 
ancestor of the present worthy baronet of that name ; who, after 
three days and three nights' hard cimtest, left the Scandinavian 
under the table, 

^ And blew on the whistle his requiem shrill." 

Bir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioD^ afterwards lofl 
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tlie whistle to Walter Riddel of Glenriddel, who had married a 
sister of Sir Walter V^ 

The whistle being now in the possession of Captain Riddel, 
Bnms^s neighbour at Friars' Carse, it was resolred that he should 
submit it to an amicable contest, involving, besides himself, two 
other descendants of the conqueror of the Scandinavian — ^namely, 
Mr Fergusson of Craigdarroch, and Sir Robert Lawrie of 
Maxwelton, then M.P. for Dumfriesshire. The meeting was to 
take place at Friars' Carse on Friday the 16th of October, and 
Bums was invited to be present. The historical associations con* 
nected with the whistle would have been sure to excite an inter^t 
in the bosom of the poet : so magnificent a frolic captivated his 
imagination. We have the expression of this latter feeling in 
a letter whidi he addressed that day on a trivial piece <^ 
business — 



TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, CABSE. 

Ellisulhd. lUh Oct 17891* 
Sib— Big with the idea of this important day at Friar^ Carse^ I 
have watched the elements and skies in the fall persuasion that they 
woidd announce it to the astonished world by some phenomena of 
terrific portent. Yesternight until a very late hour did I wwt with 
anxious horror for the appearance of some comet firing half the sky ; 
or aerial armies of sanguinary Scandinavians darting athwart the 

1 ' Then are some odd blunders in the legend of the Whistle, which a pedigree of 
ihe Maxwelton &mily in my possession enables me to mention. There was no Sir 
Robert Lawrie of Maxwelton prior to tn* daring the reign of James VI. Stephoi, 
the third son of John Lawrie, the first of the famfly on record, and an inhabitant 
of Domfries, porchased tibe lands of Maxwelton from the Earl of Glencaim in 
1614. He was succeeded by his son John, who died in the year 1649 ; and his son 
and heir, Robert, was created a baronet on the 97th March 1685. By his second 
wife, Jean Ridd^, daughter of the Laird of Minto, he had three sons and four 
iaagbien, of whom Catherine was married to Walter Riddel of Qlenriddel, said 
Anne to Alexander Fergusson of Craigdarroch. His son Robert was killed, when 
a lad, by ft fall frojn his horse in 1708. So the story of Queen Anne's drunken 
Dane may be r^^arded as a groundless fable, unless such a person came over in the 
train of Prince Qeorge of Denmark, the husband of our last Queen Anne, which 
is not very probable.' — Charles K. Sharpe, in 2d edition of Johnson's Musical Museum 
(1830), iv. aes. It is evidently, nevertheless, to the first baronet thi^ the legend 
recorded by Boms refers, as his second successor was a son. Sir Walter, a contem- 
porary of Walter Riddel of Glenriddel. The story had probably some such founda- 
tion as that described, though incorrecfly stated as to time. 

* Bums, in his notes on Scottish song, gives * Friday, 16th October 1790,' as the 
date of the Whistle-contest It is certainly a mistake as to the year. It will be 
admitted that he is less likely to have made a mtetake in the date of a letter, 
than in a statement written at the distance of a few years. Besides, his date 
* Friday, 16th October 1790,' carries error on its own foce, for the 16th of October 
1790 was not a Friday, though tiie 16th of October 1789 was. There exists a letter 
of Robert Ainslie to Mrs M*Lehose, dated Dumfries, 18th October 1790, in which 
he tells of having be^a for several days with Bums i^ EUialand, bat says nothiiig 
of a whidtle-oontest on the Ifitb. 
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irtarUed heavens, rapid as tlia ragged l^tniiig^ and horrid as those 
conviilBions of nature that bury nations. 

The elements, however, seem to take the matter very quietly: 
they did not even usher in this morning with triple suns and a 
shower of blood, symbolical of the three potent heroes, and the 
mighty claret-shed of the day. For me, as Thomson in his Winter 
says of tiiie storm — I shall * Hear astonished, and astonished sing.' 

The whistle and the man I sing. 
The man that won the whisde, &c. 

Here are we met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys, I trow, are we; 
And mony a night we've merry been. 
And mony mae we hope to be { 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa*, 

A cuckold, coward loon is he : 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa'. 

He is the king amang us three. 

To leave the heights of Parnassus, and come to the humble vale of 
prose. I have some misgivings that I take too much upon me, when 
I request you to get your guest, Sir Bobert Lawrie, to frank the two 
enclosed covers for me ; the one of them to Sir William Cunning- 
ham of Robertland, Bart, at Kilmarnock — the other, to Mr Allan 
Masterton, writing-master, Edinburgh. The first has a kindred 
claim on Sir Bobert, as being a brother baronet, and likewise a keen 
Foxite ; the other is one of the worthiest men in ihe world, and a 
man of real geniud ; so, allow me to say, he has a fraternal claim on 
you. I want them franked for to-morrow, as I cannot get them 
to the post to-night. I shall send a servant again for them in the 
evening. Wishing that your head may be crowned with laurels 
to-night, and free from aches to-morrow, I have the honour to be, 
sir, your deeply indebted, humble servant, B. B. 



THE WHISTLE. 

I sing of a whistle, a whistle of worth, 

I sing of a whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was brought to the court of our good Scottish king. 

And long with this whistle all Scotland shall ring. 

Old lioda,^ still rueing the arm of Fingal, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his hall — 
* This whistle's your challenge— to Scotland get o'er. 
And drink them to hell, sir ! or ne^er see me morel* 

1 Bee Oiflian*8 Cario-Uiiisa.— B. 
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Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell, 
What champions yentured, what champions fell ; 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still, 
And blew on the whistle his requiem shrill. 

Till Robert, the lord of the Gaim and the Skarr,i 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquered in war. 
He drank his poor godsbip as deep as the sea-^ 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gained. 
Which now in his house has for ages remained ; 
Till three noble chieftains, and. all of his blood, 
The jovial contest again have renewed. 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw: 
Oraigdarrodi, so famous for wit^ worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skilled in old coins; 
And gallant Sir Robert^ deep-read in old wines. 

^ Craigdarroch began, with a tongue smooth as oil, 
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil ; 
Or else he would muster the heads of the clan. 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

* By the gods of the ancients ! ' Glenriddel replies, 

* Before I surrender so glorious a prize, 

I'll conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More,' 
And bumper his horn with lum twenty times o'er.' 

Bit Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend. 
But he ne'er turned his back on his foe — or his friend. 
Said, Toss down the whistle, the prize of Uie Add, 
And knee-deep in claret, he'd die, or he'd yield. 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair. 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to £une 

Than the sense, wit, and taste of a sweet lovely dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray. 
And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness and spleen, 
And wished that Parnassus a vineyard had been. 

1 Tho Cairn, a stream in Glencaim poriA, on -Arfaidi Maxwelton Hoine is 
situated ; the Skarr, a similar mountain-iill, in the parish of Penpont; both heing 
affiuenta <tf the Nith. 

' Bee Johhson'B To^ to the Hebrides.— B. 
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The dinner being over, ibe claret they ply. 

And every nSw cork is a new spring of joy ; 

In Uie bands of old friendship and kindred so set^ 

And the bands grew tha tighter the more they were wet. 

Qay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er; 
Bright Pheebus ne'er witnessed so joyous a core, 
And vowed that to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next mom. 

Six bottles a piece had well wore out the nighty 
When gallant Sir Bobert, to finish the fight, 
Tum'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red, 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestor did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and sage. 
No longer the warfare, ungodly, would wage ; 
A high ruling-elder to wallow in wine !^ 
He left the foul business to fblks leas divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end,* 
But who can with fate and quart-bumpers contend} 
Though fate said — ^a hero shall perish in light* 
So up rose bright Phoebus — ^and down fell the knight. 

Next up rose our bard, like a prophet in drink: — 

* Craigdarroch, thou 'It soar when creation shall sink; 
But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme. 
Come—one bottle more— and have at the sublime ! 

* Thy line, that have struggled for freedom with Bruce, 
Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay; 

The field thou hast won, by yon bright god of day!' 

The whistle remained in the possession of the late Mr R. C. 
Fergusson of Craigdarroch, M.P. for the Stewartry of Kirkcud- 
bright, son of the victor. 

There is a pomt of dubiety in the history of this notable day, 
respecting Bums's presence at the contest. Professor Wilson 
infers from the tenor of the poet's letter to Captain Riddel, that 
he was not present.^ The eloquent professor is here endeavouring 
to defend Bums against those who argue, from such cprnpositions 
as The Whistle, that their author gloried in intemperance. But, 

1 An elder of the Soottish church is called a ruling-elder when sent to represent 
a burgh in the General Assembly. Glenriddel represented the buigh of DnmfUet in 
several suooessive assemblies. 

> EHay on the Life and Genial of Bqmg. 
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while denying that Boms is to be held m himself a waUower in 
wine because of his writing such poems, I frankly own my 
ioability to believe that so highly dramatic a description of the 
Whistle-contest could have been unfaithful to fact in so prominent 
a particulmr as the poet^s presence. ' A bard was selected to 
witness the fray' is a phrase too directly indicative to be 
interpreted as a fiction even in a comic poem. It is, besides, 
scarcely true that the letter contains no hint of the poet's intended 
presence : in what other light are we to hold the sentence^ * For 
me, as Thomson in his Winter says of the storm — " I shall hear 
astonished, and astonished sing?"' If confirmation of the 
bodily presence of the poet were wanting, it might be had in 
the testimony of a man still living, who was then a servant 
in Friars' Carse House. William Hunter, of Cockrune, in the 
parish of Closebum, reports that he has a perfect recollection 
of the whole afiSedr. ' Bums,' he says, ' was present the whole 
evening. He was invited to attend the party, to see that the 
gentlem^i drank fair, and to commemorate the day by writing a 
song. 

* I recq^ect well,' he adds, ' that when the dinner was over, 
Bums quitted the table, and went to a table in the same room that 
was placed in a window that looked south-east: and there he 
sat down for the night. I placed before him a bottle of rum 
and another of brandy, which he did not finish, but left a good 
deal of each when he rose from the table after the gentlemen 

had gone to bed When the gentlemen were put to bed, 

Bums walked hcmie without any assistance, not being the worse 
of drink. 

' When Bums was sitting at the table in the window, he had pen, 
ink, and paper, which I brought to him at his own request. He 
now and then wrote on the paper, and while the gentlemen were 
sober, he tumed round often and chatted with them, but drimk none 
of the claret which they were drinking. ... I heard him read 
aloud sevend parts 6f the poem, much to the amusement of the 
three gentlemen.' 

The statement of Hunter as to the sobriety which Bums pre- 
served amidst the extreme potations of the night, is, after all, 
more valuable testimony to his character than the denial of his 
being present at the banquet. The fact is, Bums was not, up to 
this time at least, liable to the reproach of any unusual 
degree of intemperance. He was of too social and mirth-loving 
a nature to refuse to join in occasional revelries, such as then too 
frequently occurred amongst gentlemen as well as commoners; 
but he liked these scenes rather in spite of, than from a love of, 
Uiue drinking. All his old EUisIand servants testify to the sobriety 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



72 liPE AND WOTEKS 01? BUBHS. 

of his life there. Elizabeth Smith says that, in the ivhole course 
of her half-year's service (1788-9), she never saw her master 
in the least affected by liquor, except once, and that was at the 
New Year. 

I have been informed by a relative of Sir Robert Lawrie, that he 
never afterwards quite recovered from the effects of the extra- 
ordinary contest described by Bums, though he was able some 
years after to take an active part in the war of the French 
Revolution, and survived till 1804. 

We have to contemplate the poet, not many days after this 
extravagant merry-making, in one of the most solemn and 
affecting passages of his life. The grave had closed over Mary 
Campbell, as fkr as our facts and arguments will allow us to 
assign a date, in the latter part of October 1786. Since then 
three years had elapsed — ^years of literary triumph unexampled, 
of new and startling scenes, of passion, of pleasure, and of pain. 
The poet had in the interval married and settled in life, and 
taken up a new and laborious profession. Only a few days back, 
he was expressing his sense of the importance of being a good 
husband and father, saying that there lay ' the true pathos and 
sublime of human life.* It might have been thought that by this 
time the scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure which passed a few 
years ago on the banks of the Ayr, would have faded much from 
memory and feeling. It was above all unlikely that, after the 
fascinating society of Charlotte Hamilton, Margaret Chalmers, 
and Clarinda, the ghost of any early rustic love should rise to 
cross his path and darken his spirit. But no— the simple High- 
land girl who had trysted to meet him at Greenock, where, 
instead of him, she found a grave, was like no other of the shades 
of the past. A day came at the end of harvest, when the date ot 
the death of Mwy three years before was recalled to him. Accord- 
ing to Mr Lockhart, reporting the statement of Mrs Bums to her 
friend Mr M'Diarmid, * he spent that day, though labouring under 
cold, in the usual work of the harvest, and apparently in excel- 
lent spirits. But as the twilight deepened, he appeared to grow 
" very sad about something," and at length wandered out into the 
barnyard, to which his wife, in her anxiety, followed him, 
entreating him in vain to observe that frost had set in, and to 
return to the fireside. On being again and again requested to do 
so, he promised compliance; but still remained where he was, 
striding up and down slowly, and contemplating the sky, which 
was singulariy clear and starry. At last MrB Bums found him 
stretched on a mass of straw, with his eyes fixed on a beautiful 
planet ^^ that shone like another moon," and prevailed on him to 
come in. He immediately, on entering the house, called for his 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ESMEVBRANCB OF MABY tAXFBKLL. 78 

desk, and wrote exactly as they now stand, with all the ease .of 
one copying from memory, these snblime and pathetic verses :' — 

TO MART IN HBAYBN. 

Thoa lingering star, with less'mng ray, 

Thai loy'ei to greet the early mom, 
Agom thoa usher st in the day 

My Mary firom my soul was tonL 
O Mary ! dear departed shade! 

Where is thy pUoe of blissful rest I 
See*st thou thy lover lowly laid f 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast! 

• 

That sacred hour can I forget, 

Can I forget the hallow^ grove, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love ! 
Btemity will not efiace 

Those records dear of tnussporto past; 
Thy image at our last embrace, 

Ahl lUUe thought we 'twas our last! 

Ayr, gurgling, kissed his pebbled shore. 

Overhung with wild woods, thick'ning green; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twined am'rous round the raptured scene; 
The flowers qwang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray — 
Till too^ too soon, the glowing west 

Frodaim'd the speed of wing^ day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 
Time but th' impression stronger makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary I dear departed shade! 

Where is thy place of blissM resit 
SeePst thou thy lover lowly laidf 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast! 

Two partici^ars are to be noted regarding Mr Lockhart*s 
narration — ^that it assigns September as the date of the incident, 
nd repteaeaU evening as the time ; whereas we have seen powerfril 
reasons for placing the death of Highland Mary in the latter 
part oi OetoW, and the poem itself seems to im^y nuoxuiig — 

* Thou lingering star, with lesifning ray, 
That Mat to griei ihe early mom. 

Again thon itahet^H in ike day^ 

III. D 
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As anything contradictory <rf <to theory of the October date 
tends to throw discredit on our whole arrangement of the facts of 
Bums's life at a very important crisis,! we must be excused for 
having taken what miglUi otherwise appear too much pains to 
ascertain whether Mrs £ums!s anecdote is rightly related as to 
time, and whether probability does not pronounce in £ivonr of 
October. We shall at the same time shew that, if we are to 
receive the anecdote at all, the morning must have heoa poeiieaUy 
imagined as the time. 

In the first place, the harvest was late that year. We find in 
the Scottish newspapers of the time, that, in the middle of October, 
a great deal of grain was still out even in the favoured district 
around Falkirk ; while a letter from Sanquhar (Btims*a neighbour- 
hood), dated the 21st, states that ^ while much was cut, very little 
toas yet got in, owing to the bad weather.* It appears that harvest 
was commenced by the 8th of September in some districts, but 
was interrupted by rains, and was not concluded till near the end 
of the ensuing month. Consequently, the incident rmgJU take place 
in the latter part of October, and still he connected tvith harvest 
(Operations. The second portion of our evidence on the subject is 
from one of the exact sciences, and appears to us at once to settle 
the time of the day — the month — ^and almost the day of the montlu 

It fully appears that the planet Venus is the one referred to by 
the poet, for the description applies only to it. Now Venus was 
in conjunction with the sun, May 30, 1789, and after that became 
vktible as the evening-$tar towards the end of the summer, reaching 
its greatest brilliancy in winter. It is therefore certmn that the 
star which ^ loves to greet the early mom * did not at this time 
' usher in the day,* and consequently, so far as the time of day 
alluded to in the poem is concerned, a poetical liberty was taken 
with truth. On the 2l6t of September the sun set at six 
o'clock, and Venus forty -four minutes thereafter. The planet 
was consequently not to be seen at that time except faintly 
in the twilight. But on the 21st of October the sun set in the 
latitude of EUisland at 4^ 53°^, and Venus 1^ 3°^ afterwards. 
Ccmsequently, Venus would then have begun to assume a brilliant 
appearance during a short interval after sunset. On that day the 
moon was four days old, and within eight ditunetero of Venus.^ 
The planet would then of course be beginning to be dimmed by 
the moonlight, and this effect would go on increasing till the 
moon had passed the fuU — that is, early in Novend)er. I^ th^ 

> See Volnme I., p. U&-i55, and p. 313-318. 

>I have to express my obligations to Professor Piazzi Smyth, of the Univertftj 
of Edinburgh, for hia kind attention in ftuniahing me with those aatronomiotl 
Hioulara. 
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we are to set aside the possibility of a later month than October, 
and keeping in view the all but certainty that Mary was not 
buried till some time after the 12th of that month, it seems 
reasonable to conclude that the bamyu^d musings of Bums took 
place between five and six o^clock of the evening of some day about 
the 19th or 20th of October, and consequently a very short time 
after the merry-meeting for the whistle-contest at Friars* Carse. 

That a month later than October could have been the date of 
the inddent will, I presume, scarcely be argued for. The moon 
was at the fuU on Tuesday the 2d of November, and it could 
not be lill idfter that da;|r that the first hour of the night would be 
* stany,' with Venus in full blaze. By that time, as &r as we 
can gather from the chronicles of the time, the harvest was 
past. Besides, Mrs Bums might easily mistake September for 
October, but scarcely for November, a month of such different 
associations. On this point the temperature of the time might 
throw some light, if we could be sure of the exact meaning to 
be attached to the phrase — * the frost had set in.' It chances 
that the temperature of October that year was unusually high, 
the average at eight o'clock in the evening in Edinbur^ being 
45J° Fahrenheit. The Edinburgh Advertiser of 30th October speaks 
of apple-trees and bean-stalks renewing their blossoms in conse- 
quence of the extraordinary mildness. On the 19th of October, 
at eight o'clock in the evening, the thermomet^ indicated in 
Edinburgh 51° ; on the 20th, at the same hour, 59* ; on the 21st, 51" 
again. The only approach to frost was on the 30th and 31st, when, 
at eight in the evening, the thermometer was respectively at 33" 
and 37". After this it rose to a more temperate point. Hence it 
becomes evident that literal frost did not then exist at any such 
period of the day. Probably Mrs Bums merely thought the evening 
was beginning to be comparatively chilly. If we can admit of this 
construction being put upon her words, I would be disposed to pitch 
upon the warmest eoerdng of the little period within which we are 
confined — ^for unless the poet had been in a peculiarly excited state, 
so as to be insensible to external circumstances, which is obviously 
a different .thing from being in a merely pensive state, we must 
suppose him as not likely to lie down in the open air after sunset, 
except under favour of some uncommon amount of ' ethereal 
mildness.' Seeing, on the other hand, how positively inviting to 
auch a procedure would be a temperature of 59", I leave the subject 
with scarcely a doubt that the composition of To Mary in Hea^oen 
took place on Tuesday the 20th of October, and that this was 
consequently the date of the death of the Jheroine. 

Bums had written a letter about the late changes in his circum- 
stances to his venerable friend Blacklock, and intrusted it to Bobert 
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Heron, a yoxmg scion of tlie cbnrch connected witb the sonth- 
western district of Scotland, and who was now begummg to busy 
himself with literary speculations. Heron had proved a fiuthless 
messenger, and Hacklock jiddressed Bums a» follows :•»— ' 



TO MR BOBBAT BUBK8. 

BDiirauROH, Uth A^^gud 19Mk 
Dbar Burns, thoa brother of my hearty 
Both for thy virtues and thy art ; 
If art it may be called in thee^ 
Which nature's bounty lai^ and free 
With pleasure in thy breast difiPuses^ 
And warms thy soul with all the Muses. 
Whether to laugh with easy grace^ 
Thy numbers move the sage's face, 
Or bid the softer passions rise, 
And ruthless souls with grief surprise, 
Tis nature's voice distinctly felt, 
Through thee^ her organ, thus to melt. 

Most anxiously I wish to know. 
With thee of late how matters go : 
How keeps thy much4oved Jean her health f 
What promises thy iarm of wealth t 
Whether the Muse persists to smile, 
And all thy anxious cares b^;uile f 
Whether bright fancy keeps ^ve f 
And how thy darling infants thrive ! 

For me, with grief and sickness spent| 
Since I my homeward journey bent, 
Spirits depressed no more I mourn, 
But vigour, life, and health return. 
No more to gloomy thoughts a prey, 
I sleep all night and live all day ; 
By turns my friend and book enjc^, 
Ajid thus my circling hours employ ; 
Hi4>py while yet these hours remain^ 
If Bums could join the cheerful train, 
With wonted zeal, sincere and fervent^ 
Salute once more his humMe servant, 

Tbcomas Blagklook. 
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Boms answered as Mows : — 

TO DR BLACKLOCK. 

Eluslahd, till OcL 1788L 
WoWy bat your leUer made me vamitie ! 
And are ye hale, and weel* and oantie f 
I kenned it stiUyoor wee bit janntie^ 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you aye as weel's I want ye^ 
And then ye'U do. 

The iU-thief blaw the Henm south ! d«Ta 

And never drink be near his drouUi ! 
He taald mysel by word o' mouthy 

He'd tak my letter; 
I lippened to the chield in trouth, tnutoA 

And bade nae better. 



Bat aiblins honest Master Heron perh^s 

Had at the time some dainty fair one, 

To ware his theologic care on, ugmA 

And holy study ; ^ 
And tired o^ sauls to waste his lear oui 

E'en tried the body. 

Bat what d'ye think, my trusty fier, 
I'm turned agauger— Peace be hwe I 
Parnassian queans, I fear, I fear, 

Te'U now disdain me ! 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me. 

Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty damies, giddy 

Wha, by Castalia's wimplin' streamies, winding 

Lowp^ siog, and lave your pretty limbies^ 

Ye ken, ye ken, % 

That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o* men. 

I hae a wi^b and twa wee laddies. 

They maun hae brose and brats o' daddies ; ciotfMt 

Ye ken yoursels my heart right proud is — 

I need na vaunt, 
But I'll sued besoms — thraw saugh woodies^i cot 

Before they want. 

1 Wbodies—* two or three willow twigs twitted together, ukd for binding the end 
of abroom or birohheeom.*— DrJomieiofi. Bums, in short, avows hif wiUingneM 
to beeomt a toDom<Biaker rather than allow his children to want. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



78 3LIFB AMD WOKRB OP BCBK8* 

Lord help me through this warid o' care ! 
I'm weary sick o't htte and air ! 
Not hut I hae a richer share 

Than mony ithers; 
But why should ae man hotter ^jre^ 

And a' men hrithers t 

Come, firm Resolve, take thou the vaiiy 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp^ in man I 
And let us mind, faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair: 
Wha does the utmost that he can. 

Will why les do mair. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme 
(I'm scant o' verse, and scant o* time), 
To make a happy fireside clime 

To weans and wife^ 
That's the true pathos and suhlime 

(K human life. 

My compliments to Sister Beckie ; 
And eke the same to honest Lucky, 
I wat she is a dainty chuckie,^ 

As e'er tread clay I 
And gratefully, my guid auld cockle, 

I'm yours fw aye. 

BoBBBT Burns. 

In this light strain — ^and yet it is a levity involving some very 
serious things — did Bums write (if our conclusions are correct) 
the day after he had given vent to the tragic strains To Mary in 
Heaven. 

Among Captain Bidders visitors of this season was Francis 
Grose — ^a broken-down English gentleman who, under the impulse 
of poverty, jiad been induced to exercise considerable literary and 
artistio talents for the benefit of the public. A laige work on 
the Antiquities of England had been completed some years ago. 
He had also produced a treatise on Arms and Armour, another on 
Military Antiquities, and several minor works. The genius and 
social spirit of the man were scarcely more remarkable than his 
persomd figure, which was ludicrously squat and obese. Grose 
having made an inroad into Scotland, for the purpose of sketching 
and chronicling its antiquities^ Boms met him at Friars* Carse, 

1 The male hemp, that which hears the seed ; * Te have » stalk o* oarl-hemp in 
you,* is a Sootch pmveTh.-'Kdlp, 

s Chuokie, afiuniliartennforaheii, transllBRed endearingly to a matna of the 
human qpecies. ^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



VEESES ON O&OSB THB ANTIQUARY. 79 

and was greatly amused by his aspect and conversation. The 
comic muse also caught at the antiquarian enthusiasm as a proper 
subject. The consequence was a poem 

ON CAPTAIN gross's PEREGRINATIONS THROUGH SCOTLAND, 
COU^WCTIKQ THB AMTiqUITUSOV THAT KTMOOOM. 

Hear, land o' Cakes, and blither Scota^ 
Frae Matdenkirki to Johnny Qroat^s ; 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : warn 

A duel's amang you taking notes, 

And, faith, he'll prent it. 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 

Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, plump 

O' stature ^ort« but genius bright, 

That's he, mark weel — 
And wow I he has an unco slight 

O' cauk and keeL 

By some auld houlet-haimted biggin, - oni tafldinf 

Or kirk deserted by its riggtn. 

It's ten to ane ye'U find Mm snug in 

Some eldritch part, tmholy 

W? ddls, they say. Lord save's f oolleaguin' 

At some black art. 

nk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chaumer, 

Te gipsy-gang that deal in glamour. 

And you deep-read in hell's black grammar, 

Warlocks and witches; 
Tell quake at his conjuring hammer, 

Te midnight bitches. 

It's tauld he was a sodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled; 
But now he's quat the spurtle blade. 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And ta'en the — Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He has a fouth o' auld mck-nacket(a^ almndaaoa 

Busty aim caps and jinglin' jackets. 
Wad hand the Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont guid ; 
And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backeta^ 

Before the Flood. 

X Maldenkirtc is on inTersion of the name of Kirkmaiden, in Wigtonshire, i 
most Boutlierly pariah in Scotland. 
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Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder; 
Anld Tubaldun's fire-shool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam^s ass ; 
A hroomsiick o' the witch of Ehidor, 

Weel shod wi' lH:a6B. 

Forbye, hell shape yon aff, fa' gldgy qniekly 

The cut oi Adam's philabeg; ' 

The knife that nicket Abel's craig, neck 

Hell prove you fully, 
It was a faulding jocteleg,^ 

Or lang-kail gully. 

But wad ye see him in his glee. 
For meikle glee and fun has he, 
Then set him down, and twa or three 

Guid fellows wi' him ; 
And port, port! shine thou a wee, 

And then ye'U see him I 

Now, by the powers o* verse and prose I 
Thou art a dainty chiel, O Grose I — 
Whae'er o' thee shall ill suppose. 

They sair misca' thee; 
I'd take the rascal by the nose, 

Wad say, shame fa' thee. 

Another of Hieface^ of this acquaintance was an 

BPITAFH ON CAPTAIN GROSS, THE OBLEBRATED ANTIQUARY. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 

So whip ! f^ the summons, old Satan came flying ; 

But when he approached where poor Francis lay moaning^ 

And saw each bedpost with its burden argroaning^ 

Astonished, confounded, cried Siatan : * By 

I '11 want 'im, ere I take such a damnable load.' 

Afterwards, when Grose had gone forward on his mission, 

1 < Jockfaleg, a clasp-knife ; Northumberland and Scotland. Probably from Jock 
of Liege, hiege formerlymipplied Scotland with cvdlery.'—Oro$^* ProvindiU Oiamarif. 
* The etymology of this word remained nnknoivn till not many years ago, that an old 
knife was found, having tiiis inscription Jacquei de LUge, the name of the cutler. 
Thus it is in exact analogy witli Andrea di Ferrar(i,'^Lord HaiUt. 

* After he [James YI.] had gone to England, it is said he boasted to some d his 
oourUers, that he would repeat a sentence which none of them could understand. 
Calling one of his stable-boys, he said to him : '* Callan, hae there's threttle pesmies ; 
gae wa imd buy me 9.jociUdegi and gin ye bide, I '11 mng to the bougan o* tba 
house, and tak a caber, and roestle your rlggin wi V '— iDr Jamiaon, 
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Bonui kej^ n^ a ooirespoBcleiice wkh hkn. Fnd&SBOt Stewart 
hayiiig intimated to the poet a desire to see Grose, the former 
Bent the following letter to his antiquarian friend : — 



TO VBANCIS OROSE, ESQ, TJS.A. 

Sir— I helieve among all oar Scots literati yon have not met with 
Professor Bugald Stewart^ who fills the monJ philosophy chair in 
the university of Edinburgh. To say that he is a man of the first 
purts^ and, what is more, a man of the first worth, to a gentleman 
of your general acquaintance, and who so much enjoys the luxury 
of unencumbered freedom and undisturbed privacy, is not perhaps 
recommendation enough ; but when I inform you that Mr Stewart's 
principal diaracteristic is your favourite feature — that sterling inde- 
pendence of mind which, though every man's rights so few men have 
the courage to daim, and fewer still the magnanimity to support ; 
when I tell yon that^ unseduced by splendour and undisgusted by 
wretchedness, he i^predates the merits of the various actors in the 
great drama of life merely as they perform their parts— in i^ort^ 
he is a man afler your own heart, and I comply with his earnest 
request in letting yon know that he wi^es above all things to meet 
-wiUi you. His house, OaM^e, is wi^in less than a mile of Som 
Castle, which you proposed visiting; or if you could transmit him 
the enclosed, he would with the greatest pleasure meet you anywhere 
in the neighbourhood. I write to Ayrshire to inform Mr Stewart 
that I have acquitted myself of my promise. Should your time and 
^irite permit your meeting with Mr Stewart, 'tis well ; if not, I 
hope yon will foigive this liberty, and I have at least an opportunity 
of assuring you with what truth and respect I am, sir, your great 
admire, and very humble servant^ B. B. 

Not being, after all, very sure of the whereabouts of Grose, the 
bard enclosed his letter in an envelope addressed to Mr Cardonnel, 
a brother antiquary, and containing a set of jocular verses in 
imitation of the quaint song of Sir John Malcolm. 



WRITTEN IK AS ENVELOPE, ENCLOSINO A LETTER TO CAPTAIN «R0SB. 

Ken ye ought o' Captain Grose! 

Igo and ago. 
If he's amang his friends or foes! 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abra'm's bosom gane ! 

Igo and ago, 
Or hauding Sarah by the wame t 

Iram, coram, dago, 
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Is he south or is he north! 

Igo and ago, 
Or drowned in the river Forth I 

Iraniy coram, dago. 

Is he slain by HighUm' bodies ! 

Igo and ago. 
And eaten like a wether haggis f 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be near him ; 

Igo and ago, 
As for the deU, he dauma steer him, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Bat please transmit the enclosed letter, 

Igo and ago, 
Which will oblige your humble debtor, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

" So may ye hae auld stanes in storey 
Igo and age, 
The very stanes that Adap bore^ 
Iram, coram, aago% 

So may ye get in glad possession, 

Igo and ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation I 

Iram, coram, dago. 

The Excise business might have been a benefit to Boms in more 
^^pects than in that of income, if it had only filled up time othef- 
«rise liable to be spent in idleness or invaded by dissipation, 
i^either can we suppose that frequent riding through the beatitiful 
scenery of Nithsdale could be quite an unsuitable way for a poet 
to spend part of his time. On the contrary, as Bums Had always 
been accustomed to compose while engaged in labour out of doors, 
his present life might have been expected to prove rather favour- 
able to the Muse than otherwise. It appears, however, that the 
business was overtasking. The ten parishes which Bums surveyed 
form a tract not less than fifteen miles each way. It called for 
his riding about two hundred miles a week. Under this serious 
exaction upon his strength, spirits, and time, neither the mentid 
nor the agricultural farm of Bums got fair play. 

The poet, however, was diligent and exact in the performance 
of his official duty to a degree which I question if two out of 
every ten of the present literary men of England would be found 
to fl^ttivint He bent hk strong faculties to the purpose, and he 
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accomplislied it, whatever the Dalilahs of the imagination might 
say to the contrary. Inspired with a jnst view of the contraband 
trade as an'iniraction and disturbance of the rights of the fair 
trader, he was disposed to be severe with the regular smuggler ; 
but in petty matters of inaccuracy, or even Something worse, among 
the country brewsters and retailers, he tempered justice with 
mercy. The late Professor Gillespie of St Andrews remembered 
seeing Bums on a fair day in August 1793 at the village of Thorn- 
hill, where, as was not uncommon in those days, a poor woman 
named Kate Watson had, for one day, taken up the trade of a 
publican, of course without a licence. * I saw the poet enter her 
door, and anticipated nothing short of an immediate seizure of a 
certam greybeard and barrel which, to my personal knowledge, 
contained the contraband commodities our bard was in quest of. 
A nod, accompanied by a significant movement of the forefinger, 
brought Kate to the doorway or trance, and I was near enough to 
hear the following words distinctly uttered ; V Kate, are you mad ? 
Don't you know that the supervisor and I will be in upon you in 
the course of forty minutes ? Qt)od-by t'ye at present." Bums 
was in the street and in the midst of the crowd in an instant, and 
I had access to know that the friendly hint was not neglected. 
It saved a poor widow from a fine of several pounds, for commit- 
ting a quarterly offence by which the revenue was proljably subject 
to an annual loss of five shillings.' ^ 

Allan Cunningham relates a similar anecdote. ^ The poet and 
a brother exciseman one day suddenly entered a widow-woman's 
shop in Dunscore, and made a seizure of smuggled tobacco. 
" Jenny," said the poet, " I expected this would be the upshot. 
Here, Lewars, take note of the number of rolls as I count 
them. Now, Jock, did ye ever hear an auld wife numbering 
her threads before check-reels were invented ? Thou 's ane, and 
thou's no ane, and thou's ane a' out — Glisten." As he handed out 
the rolls, he went on with his humorous enumeration, but dropping 
every other roll into Janet's lap. Lewars took the desired note 
with much gravity, and saw as if he saw not the merciful conduct 
of his companion.' 

We see in these homely facts the same benevoleht nature whidi 
shines in the versei^ to the Mouse and the Mountain-daisy.^ 

1 Edinburgh Literary Journal, 1829. 

' ' Jean Dunn, a fuspected trader in Eirkpatrick-Durham, observing Bums and 
Robertson — another exciseman — approaching her house on the morning of a fair* 
slipped out by the back-door, apparently to evade their scrutiny, leaving in her 
house only her attendant for the day and her daughter, a little {^L ** Has there 
been any brewing for the fair here to-day ? " donanded the poet as be entered the 
cabin. *' O no, irir," was the reply of the servant: "wo ha'e nae licence for 
that." ** That '■ no true," exclaimed the child : ** the mucUe blade kist is fou* o* 
the bottlee o'yfll that my mother Mt np a' night brewing for th« fldr.'* "Poes that 
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TO HB ROBERT AIK8LIE. 

ElU8LAKd,1«< Nov, 1789. 

Mt dsab Frisni>>-I had written you long ere now, eould I have^ 
guessed where to find you, for I am sure you have more good sense 
than to waste the precious days of vacation - time in the dirt of 
business and Edinburgh. Wherever you are, Ood bless you, and 
lead you not into temptation, but deliver you from evil ! 

I do not know if I have informed you that I am now appointed to 
an Excise division, in the middle of which my house and farm lie. 
In this I was extremely lucky. Without ever having been an 
expectant, as they eall tiieir journeymen excisemen, I was directly 
plimted down to ail intents and purposes an officer of Excise, there 
to flourish and bring forth fruits — worthy of repentance. 

/[ know not how the word exciseman, or still more opprobrious, 
ganger, will sound in your ears. I too have seen the day when my 
auditory nerves would have felt very delicately on this subject ; but 
a wife and children are things which have a wonderful power in 
blunting these kind of sensations. Fifty pounds a year for life, and 
a provision for widows and orphans, you will allow is no 'bad settle- 
ment for a poeL For the ignominy of the profession, I have the 
enconn^fMnent which I once heard a recruiting sergeant give to a 
iramwous, if not a respectable audience, in the streets of Kilmarnock : 
' Gentlemen, foryour frirther and better encouragement, I can assure 
you that our regiment is the most blackguard corps under the crown, 
and ccmsequently with us an honest fellow has the surest chance of 
|»*efennent.' 

Ton need not doubt that I find several very unpleasant and dis- 
agreeable circumstances in my business ; but I am tired with and 
disgusted at the language of complaint against the evils of life. 
Human existence in the most favourable situations does not abound 
with pleasures, and has its inconveniences and ills : capricious, foolish . 
man mistakes these inconveniences and ills as if they were the 
peculiar property of his particular situation ; and hence that eternal 
fickleness^ <Mt love of change, which has ruined, and daily does 
ruin, many a fine fellow, as well as many a blockhead, and is almost 
without exception a constant source of ^sappointment and misery. 

I long to hear from you how you go on — not so much in business 
as in life. Are you pretty well satisfied with your own exertions, 
and .tolerably at ease in your internal reflections ! * Tis much to bo 
a great character as a lawyer, but beyond comparison more to be a 
great eharacter as a man. That you may be both the one and the 
other is the earnest wish, and that you vnU be both is the firm 
persuasion o^ my dear sir, &c. B. B. 

bird speak ? " said Robertson, pointing to one hanging in a cage. V There is no 
use for another speaking-bird in this honse/' said Bums» '* while that little lassia 
Is to the fore. We are in a hurry just now ; but as we return from the fair» we 11 
examine the muckle black kist." Of course, when they returned, the kist belled 
the UtUe lassie's talt.'-- (^Mtmunicafed b^ Mr Joseph Train. 
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TO MB RICHARD BROWN. 

Ei.Li8LAiro, Ath Novmf>et 178BL 
I HATB been so hurried, my ever-dear friend, that though I got 
hoth your letters, I have not been able to command an hour to 
answer them as I wished ; and even now, you are to look on this as 
merely confessing debt and craving days. Few things could have 
g^ven me so much pleasure as the news that you were once more 
safe and sound on terra firma, and happy in that place where 
happiness is alon^ to be found— in the &Wde circle. May the 
benevolent Director of all things peculiarly bless you in all those 
endearing connections consequent on the tender and venerable 
names of husband and father! I have indeed been extremely lucky 
in getting an additional income of ^50 a year, while, at the sa«ie 
time, the appointment will not cost me above £10 or £12 per annum 
of expenses more than I must have inevitably incurred. The i^orst 
circumstance is, that the flxcise division which I have got is so 
extensive — no less than ten parishes to ride over — and it abounds, 
besides, wiUi so much business, that i can scarcely steal a spare 
moment However, labour endears rest, and both together are 
absolutely necessary for the proper enjoyment of human existence. 
I cannot meet you anywhere. Ko less than an order from the 
Board of Excise at Edinburgh is necessary, before I can have so 
much time as to meet yon in Ayrshire. But do you come and see 
me. We must have a social day, and perhaps lengthen it out with 
half the night, before you go again to sea. Tou are the earliest 
friend I now have on earth, my brothers excepted ; and is not that 
an endearing circumstance ? When you and I first met, we were at 
the green period of human life. The twig would easily take a bent, 
but would as easily return to its former state. You and I not only 
took a mutual bent, but, by the melancholy, though strong influence 
of being both of the family of the unfortunate, we were intwined 
with one another in our growth towards advanced age ; and blasted 
be the sacrilegious hand that shall attempt to undo the union ! Tou 
and I must have one bumper to my favourite toast : ' May the com- 
panions of our youth be the friends of our old age!' Come and soe 
me one year ; I shall see you at Port-Glasgow the next, and if we 
can contrive to have a gossipping between our two bedfellows, it 
will be so much additional pleasure. Mrs Bums joins me in kind 
compliments to you and Mrs Brown. Adieu ! I am ever, my dear 
sir, yours, B. B. 



TO MB WILLIAM BURNS. 

Ellisland, 1(MA Uov, 1789. 



I^EAR WlLijAM~I would havo written you sooner, but I am so 
hurried and fiitigued with my Excise business, that I can scarcely 
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pluck up resolution to go ihrongh the effort of a letter to anybody. 
Indeed you hardly deserve a letter from me, eonsidering that you 
have spare hours in which you have nothing to do at all, and yet it 
was near three months between your two last letters. 

I know not if you heard lately from Gilbert. I expect him here 
with me about Uio latter end of this week. ♦ ♦ ♦ * My mother 
is returned, now that she has seen my little boy Francis fairly set to 
the world. I suppose Gilbert has informed you that you have got 
a new nephew. He is a fine thriving fellow, and promilses to do 
honour to the name he bears. I have named him Francis Wallace, 
after my worthy friend, Mrs Dunlop of Dunlop. 

The only Ayrshire news that I remember in which I think you 
will be interested is that Mr Bonald is bankrupt Tou will easily guess 
that from his insolent vanity in his sunshine of life he will now feel 
a^ttle retaliation frt)m those wh\) thought themselves eclipsed by 
him ; for, poor fellow, I do not think he ever intentionally injured 
. any one. I mi^ht indeed perhaps except his wife, whom he certainly 
has used very ill ; but she is still fond of him to distraction, and bears 
up wonderfully — ^much superior to him — ^under this severe shock of 
fortune. Women have a kind of sturdy sufferance which qualifies 
them to endure, beyond, much beyond, the common run of men ; but 
perhaps part of that fortitude is owing to their short-sightedness, for 
they are by no means famous for seeing* remote consequences in all 
their real importance. 

I am very glad at your resolution to live within your income, be 
that what it will. Had poor Ronald done so, he had not this day been 
a prey to the dreadful miseries of insolvency. You are at the time 
of life when those habitudes are begun which are to mark the 
character of the future man. Go on and persevere, and depend oa 
less or more success. I am, dear William, your brother, B. B. 

The dutiful kindness of Boms to this young brother has already 
been alluded to. We have before us a letter of William Bums, 
dated from Morpeth, 29th November 1789, including an account of 
moneys and articles of clothing furnished for him by the poet 
during the preceding eighteen months, to the amount of £5, 9s. 
In August of this year two guineas had been advanced, which 
the young man says he intended to repay about Christmas ; * but,* 
he adds, * as you can spare them, I will keep them till I go to 
London, when I expect soon to be able to clear you off in full.' 
He goes on to express a hope that * young Wallace bids fair to 
rival his great predecessor in strength and wisdom.' He apologises 
for seldom writing by the fact, that he is devoting his leisure time 
to reading from a circulating library. He has read Karnes's Sketches 
of the History of Mariy BosweWs Tour to the Hebrides^ Bums*s 
PoemSj and Beattie's Dissertations, and will be glad if his brother 
will set down the names of a few other books which he should 
inquire for. 



y Google 
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A contest iw the representation of the Dumfries group of 
bnrgfas commenced in September between Sir James Johnston of 
Westerball, the existing member, and Captain Miller, younger of 
DaLswinton, son of Bums^s landlord. In this a&ir the bard stood 
variously affected. Professing only a whimsical Jacobitism, he 
had hitherto taken no decided part with eithw of the two great 
factions of his time; but he had a certain leaning towards Mr ^ 
Pitt and his supporters.^ On the other hand, some of his best 
friends — as Henry Erskine, the Earl of Glencaim, Mr Miller, 
Captain Riddel — ^were Whigs, and these persons he was fearful io 
offend. The ferment of democracy had already commenced in 
France, and Lafayette brought Louis and his wife and children 
through the mob from Versailles to Paris only a fortnight before 
Bums was apostrophising the shade of Mary in the biunyard at 
EUisland. But the frenzy had not yet spread to Scotland, and our 
poet nowhere makes any allusion to it. On this canvass becoifting 
keen, Bums threw in his pen, but rather from the contagion of local 
excitement than from partisanship. One feeling, indeed, he had 
in eameaty and this was detestation of the Duke of Queensberry. 
The duke, who was the greatest landlord in Nithsdale, was 
considered as having proved something like a traitor to the 
king on the late occasion of the Regency Bill, when he was in 
the minority which voted for the surrender of the power of the 
crown into the hands of the Prince of Wales without restriction. 
For this, and for his mean personal character and heartless 
debauchees, . Bums held his Grace in extreme contempt. In 
the first place, then, he penned an election ballad, chiefly against 
the duke. 

THE LADDIBS BY THE BANES 0* NITH. 
TuNB— ITp and waur them a*. 

The laddies by the banks o' Nith, 

Wad^ trust his Grace wi* a', Jamie, 
Bat he'H sair them as he sair'd the king — serve 

Turn tail and rin awa» Jamie. 

1 Ob the sat^jeci of Bnrns's politics. Sir Walter Scott makes a remark in sendiag 
some of the poet's letters to Mr Lockhart:— * In one of them to that singular old 
cumrndf^eon. Lady Winifred Constable, yon will see he plays h^h Jacobite, and 
on that aoooimt it is curi<«i8 ; though I imagine ids Jaoobitism, like my own, 
belonged to the £suicy rather than the reason. He was, however, a great Pittite 
down to a certain period. There were some passing stupid verses in the papers, 
attaddng and defending his satire on a certain preach^ whom he termed " an 
unco cal£" In one of them occurred these lines in vituperation of the adversary— 

" A Whig, I guess. But Rab»s a Tory, 
And gies us m^ny a funny story." 
Thiiwaainl7a7.* 
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Up and wanr than a% Jamie, 

Up and waar them a' ; 
The J(dm8toii8 hae the guidin' o%^ 

Te turncoat Whigs, a^a. 

The day he stude his country's firiend. 

Or gied her faes a claw, Jamie, 
Or fi:ae puir man a blessin' wan. 

That day the duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 

But wha is he, his country's boast! 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie ; 
There's no a callant tents the kye, hayirpiUsbm 

But kens o' Westerha', Jamie. 

To end the wark, here's Whistlebirck,^ 
Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie ; 

And Maxwell true o' sterling blue. 
And well be Johnstons a', Jamie. 



TO ROBBRT GRAHAM, £SQ. OF FINTRT. 

SiRr-I have a good while had a wish to trouble you with a letter, 
and had certainly done it long ere now but for a humiliating some- 
thing that throws cold water on the resolution, as if one should say : 
< You have found Mr Graham a very powerful and kind friend indeed^ 
and that interest he is so kindly taking in your concerns yon oug^t^ 
by everything in your power, to keep alive and cherish.' Now, 
though, since God has thought proper to make one powerful and 
another helpless, the connection of obligor and obliged is all fair ; 
and though my being under your patr<mage is to me highly honomv 
able, yet, sir, allow me to flatter myself £at as a poet and an honeet 
man you first interested yourself in my welfare^ and principally as 
such still you permit me to approach you. 

I have found the Excise business go on a great deal smoother wiUi 
me than I expected, owing a good deal to the generous friendship <^ 
Mr Mitchel, my collector, and the kind assistance of Mr Findlatw, 
my supervisor. I dare to be honest, and I fear no labour. Kor do 
I £nd my hurried life gre%tly inimical to my correspondency with 
the Mnsee. Their vimts to me, mdeed, and I believe to most of 

i A Border prorerb, tignificaiit of the great local power of this family in former 
timen. The Gordons were the suttjeot of a similar proTerb, which forms the title of 
a beautiful melody. 

' Alesuuider Birtwhlstle, Esq. merohant at Kirkcudbright, and prorost of tilt 
burgh. A contemporary ohnmioto noiioes him as oanying on a brisk foreign trad* 
from that UtUeport. 
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ihdr aeq^oaintaneey like the Tints of good angels, are short and &r 
betwerai ; but I meet them now and then as I jog through the hiUs 
of Nithsdale, just as I used to do on the banks of Ayr. I take the 
Hberty to enclose you a few bagatelles, all of them the productions 
of my leisure thoughts in my Excise rides. 

If you know or have ever seen Ci^ktain Grose, the antiquary, you 
win enter into any humour that is in the verses on him. Perhiaps 
yon have seen them before, as I sent them to a London newspaper, 
Though I daresay you have none of the Solenm-League-and-Covenant 
fire which shone so conspicuous in Lord George Gordon and the 
Kilmarnock weavers, yet I think you must have heard of Dr MH^ill, 
(me of the clergymen of Ayr, and his heretical book. God help him, 
poor man I Though he is one bf the worthiest, as well as one of the 
ablest^ of the whole priesthood of the Kirk of Scotland, in every 
sense of that ambiguous term, yet the poor doctor and his numerous 
family are in imminent danger of being thrown out to the mercy of 
the winter winds. The enclosed ballad on that business is I confess 
too local; but I laughed myself at some conceits in it, though I am 
convinced in my conscience that there are a good many heavy 
stanzas in it too. 

The election baUad, as y on will see, alludes to the present canvass 
in our string of borou^is. I do not believe there will be such % 
hard-run m^oh in the whole general election. * * * * 

I am too little a man to have any political attachments: I am 
deeply indebted to, and have the warmest veneration for, individuals 
of both parties ; but a man who has it in his power to be the father 
of a country, and who * * * * %^ is a character that one cannot speak 
of with patience. 

Sir James Johnston does ' what man can do,' but yet I doubt his 
fate. R. B. 

The ballad alluded to was one in which he presents the five 
burghs under figurative characters most feUcitously drawn: 
Dumfries as Biaggy on the banks of Nith ; Annan as Blinking 
Bess of Annandale ; Kirkcudbright as Whisky Jean of GWloway ; 
Sanquhar as Black Joan frae Crichton Peel ; and Lochmaben as 
Marjory of the many Lochs — appellations all of which have 
some appropriateness from local circumstances. 



THE FIVE CARLINB8. 

There were five carlines in the south, cdd woawn 

They fell upon a scheme. 
To send a lad to Lon'on town, 

To bring them tidings hame. 

t Dr Carrie haff how obTtotudy tnppraMed a Utter aHuiioa to tbe Duke of 
<liieea»berry. 
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Kor only bring them tidings hame, 

Bat do their errands there, 
And aiblins gowd and hononr baith - possibly 

Might be that laddie's share. 

, The^ was Maggy by the blanks o' Nith, 

A dame wi' pride enough. 
And Marjory o* the Mony Lochs, 
A carline anld and tough. 

And Blinkin' Bess o' Annandale^ 

That dwelt near Solwayside, 
And Whisky Jean, that took her gill, 

In Qalloway sae wide. 

And Black Joan, frae Oriohton Peel, 

O* gipsy kith and kin — 
Five wighter carlines wama foun' handsomer 

The south countra within. 

To send a lad to Lon'on town, 

They met upon a day, 
And mony a loiight and mony a laird 

Their errand fain would gae. 

O mony a knight and mony a laird 

This errand fain would gae ; 
But nae ane could their fancy please^ 

O ne'er a ane but twae. 

The first he was a belted knight,^ 

Bred o' a Border clan, 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town, 

Might nae man him withstan'. 

And he wad do their errands weei^ 

And meikle he wad say. 
And ilka ane at Lon'on court 

Would bid to him guid-day. 

Then next came in a sodger youth,* 

And spak wi' modest grace. 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town. 

If sae their pleasure was. 



> Sir Jamei Johnston. * Oaptiiii 
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He wadna hecht them courtly gifts, promise 

Nor meikle speech pretend, 
Bat he wad hecht an honest heart 

Wad ne'er desert a friend. 

Now, wham to dioose, and wham refuse^ 

At strife thir cadines fell ; 
For some had gentld folks to please, 

And some wad please themseL 

Then out spi& mim-mou'ed Meg of Nith, prbn-moatlied 

And she spak up wi' pride. 
And she wad send the sodger youth, 

Whatever might betide. 

For the anld goidman o' Lcm'on court ^ 

She didna care a pin; 
Bat she wad send the sodger yoath 

To greet his eldest son.^ 

Then np sprang Bess o' Annandale, 

And a deadly aith she's ta'en, 
That she wad vote the Border knight^ 

Though she should vote her lane. 

For far-aff fowls hae feathers fair. 

And fools o' change are £ain ; 
But I hae tried the Border knight, 

And 111 try him yet again. 

Says Black Joan frae Crichton Peel, 

A carline stoor and grim. 
The aold guidman, and the young goidman, 

For me may sink or swim ; 

For fools will freit 3 o' right or wrang, 

While knaves laugh them to sdom ; 
But the sodger's friends hae blawn the best^ 

So he shidl bear the horn. 

Then Whiisky Jean spak owre her drink, 

Ye weel ken, kimmers a', 
The auld gaidmaA o' Lon'on court 

His back's been at the wa'; 



1 The King. ' The Prince of Vf ales. 

* Talk sup^rstitiouBly. 
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And mony a fHend that iSs^d his ciqi 

Is now a fremit wight : estnngea 

But it's ne'er be said o' Whisky Jean— 
I'll send the Border knight. 

Then slow raise Marjory o' the Lochs^ 

And wrinkled was her brow, 
Her ancient weed was msset gray. 

Her auld Scots blnid was true ; ^ 

There's some great folks set light by me^ 

I set as light by them ; 
But I will send to Lon'on town 

Wham I like best at hame. 

Sae how this weighty plea may end 
" Naemortal wight can tell: 
God grant the kmg and ilka man 
May look wed to himseL 

Towards the close of the year, ezcessive busmess application, 
joined to the usual effects of social life and a poetical tempera- 
ment, brought Bums to a sick-chamber. 

TO MRS DT7NL0P. 

Bllisland, 13th Jkeember 1780. 
MA.NT thanks, my dear madam, for your sheetfnl of rhymes. 
Though at present I am bdow the veriest prose, yet from yon every- 
thing pleases. I am groaning under the miseries of a diseased 
nervous-system— a system, the state of which is most conducive to 
our happiness or the most productive of our misery. For now near 
three weeks I. have been so iU with a nervous headache that I have 
been obliged for a time to give up my Excise-books, being scarce 
able to lift my head, much less to ride once a week over ten muir 
parishes. What is man f To-day, in the luxuriance of health, 
exulting in the enjoyment of existence ; in a few days, perhaps in a 
few hours, loaded with conscious painful being, counting the tardy 
pace of the lingering moments by the repercussions of anguish, and 
refusing or denied a comforter. Day follows night, and night comes 
after day, only to curse him with life which gives him no pleasure ; 
and yet the awful, dark termination of tl^ life is something at 
which he recoils. ' 

* Tell 118, ye dead ; wiU none of y<m in -pity 

Bisdoee the secret ;; — 

What *tU y<m artt ond «m vmtt shcrtlp bef 

tiano matter; 
A little time wiU makaus learned as you are.' * 

Can it be possible, that when I resign this frail, feverish being, I 

1 It may not be unworlby of notice tiiat this Terse was one in great ikTOiir with 
Sir Walter Scott, who used to redtait with good effect, 
t Blair's GtaTo. 
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diall Btfll find myself in conscious existence! When the last gasp 
of agony has announced that I am no more to those that knew me 
and the few who loved me ; when the cold, stiffened, unconscious, 
ghastly corse is resigned into the earth, to be the prey of unsightly 
reptiles, and to become in time a trodden clod, shall I be yet warm 
in life, seeing and seen, enjoying and enjoyed! Ye yenera^le sages 
and lM>ly fiamens, is there probability in your cox^jectures, truth in 
your storiei^ of another world beyond death; or are they all alike 
baseless visions and fabricated fables! If there is another life, it 
must be only for the just, the benevolent, the amiable^ and the 
humane; what a flattering idea, then, is a world to cornel Would 
to Qod I as firmly believed it as I ardently wish it I There I should 
meet an'aged parent, now at rest from the many buffetings of an evil 
world, against which he so long and so bravely struggled. There 
should I meet the friend, the disinterested friend, of my early life ; 
the man who rejoiced to see me, because he loved me and could 
serve me. Muir, thy weaknesses were the aberrations of human 
nature, but thy heart glowed with everything generous, manly, and 
noble ; and if eveir emanation from the All-good Being animated a 
hnman form, it was thine ! There should I, with speechless agony 
<tf rapture, again recognise my lost^ my ever -dear Maryl whose 
bosom was fraught with truth, honour^ constancy, and love. 

My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where Ib thy plaoe of heavenly rest T 
Seert thou thy lorer lowly laid r 

Hear'Bt thou the groaiu that rend his breast ? 

Jesus Christy thou amiablest of characters! I trust thou art no 
impostor, and that thy revelation of blissful scenes of exist^ice 
beyond death and the grave is not one of the many impositions 
which time after time have been palmed on credulous mankind. I 
trust that in thee ^shall aU the ^Eonilies of the earth be blessed,' by 
being yet connected together in a better world, where every tie th»t 
bound heart to heart in this state of existence shall be, far beyond 
our present conceptions, more endearing. 

I am a good deal inclined to think with those who maintain that 
what are called nervous affections are in fact diseases of the mind. 
I cannot reason, I cannot think ; and but to you I would not venture 
to write anything above an order to a cobbler. You have felt too 
much of the ills of life not to sympathise with a diseased wretch 
who has impaired more than half of any faculties he possessed. 
Your goodness will excuse this distracted scrawl, which the writer 
dare scarcely read, and which he would throw into the fire were he 
able to write anything better, or indeed anything at alL 

Bumour told me something of a son of yours who was returned 
team the Bast or West Indies. If you have gotten news from James 
or Anthcmy, it was cruel in you not to let me know; as I promise 
youy on the sincerity of a man who is weary of one world and 
anxious about another^ that scarce anything could give me so 
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much pleasure as to hear of any good thing beMIing my honoured 
friend. 

If you have a minute's leisure, take up your pen in pity to le 
pauvre miserable R. B. 

Written four days after a letter to Mr Graham, in which he 
spoke of a cheerful and alert performance of his Excise duties, one 
might be apt to suspect some error in the date of this to Mrs 
Dunlop, wherein he discourses as one reduced by a long illness 
to the most serious feelings. But na such theory is in reality 
required to reconcile this epistle either to that to Air Graham or 
to one written only a week afterwards to the provost of Lochmaben, 
in which our bard seems to have carried the jocular a good way 
beyond the bounds of decorum. A headache of three weeks' standing 
had now perhaps laid him up from his duties for one or two days ; 
and low spirits were the consequence. Having to write to Mrs 
Dimlop, a lady of refined sentiments and a deep sense of religion, 
Bums attuned his mind accordingly, and poured out this sentimental 
effusion, involving feelings of winch we have no reason to doubt 
that for the moment they were sincere, although very likely the 
first walk out to the river-side in the eye of the morning sun, ot 
the first ride across the Dunscore Hills in quest of fiscal delin- 
quei^, set him off into a totally different strain of emotion. 
What is very curious, the letter which he describes as a * distracted 
scrawl,' composed with only half of his faculties, appears after all 
to have been a deliberate transcription with some amplifications 
firom an entry of his last yearns commonplace*book. (See Volume 
n., p. 265.) Another of the myst^es dTatSlier of Bums ! 

Amongst the gentry of Dumfnesshire, Bums would be led by 
his Jacobitism to single out for especial regard the Lady Winifred 
Maxwell, grand-daughter of that Earl of Nithsdale who owed his 
escape from the block for his concern in the insurrection of 1715 
solely to the heroism and ingenuity of his wife, with whom he 
exchanged clothes in the Tower the night before his intended 
execution. There seems to have been a proposal to introduce the 
bard to her ladyship ; but it had been prevented by the illness 
alluded to in the letter to Mrs Dunlop : 



TO LADT WINIFBED MAXWELL CONSTABLE.^ 

Bllisland, 16M Jkeemlber 1789L 
' Mt Ladt — In vain have I from day to day expected to hear from 
Mrs Toung, as she promised me at DaJswinton thut die would do me 

1 Her IftdyBhip had married Waiiam Hagg«nt<« Constable of EreringliaaL by 
wliom ibe had aeveral children. 
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the honour ta intirodace me at GKnwald ; and it was impoaeible, not 
from your ladyship's accessibility, but from my own feelings, that I 
could go alcme. Lately, indeed, Mr Maxwell of Oarruchan in his 
usual goodness offered to accompany me, when an unlucky indisposi- 
tion on my pcurt hindered my embracing the opportunity. To court 
the notice or the tables of the great, except where I sometimes have 
had a little matter to ask of them, or more often the pleasanter task 
of witnesong my gratitude to them, is what I never have done, and 
I trust never ^hall do. But with your ladyship I have the honour to 
be connected by one of the strongest and most endearing ties in the 
whole moral world. Common sufferers in a cause where even to 
be onfortonate is glorious — the cause of heroic loyalty ! Though my 
fiiUiers had not iUnstrioos honours and vast properties to hauurd in 
the contest, though they left their humble cottages only to add so 
many units more to the unnoted crowd that followed their leaders, 
yet what they could they did, and what they had they lost : with 
unshaken firmness and unconcealed political attachments, they 
shook hands with ruin for what they esteemed ^e cause of their 
king and their country. This language and the enclosed verses^ are 
for your ladyship's eye alone. Poets are not very famous for their 
prudence ; but as I can do nothing for a cause which is now nearly , 
no more, I do not wish to hurt mysdf . I have the honour to be, my 
faidy, your ladyship's oUiged and obedient humble servant^ 

B.B. 



TO PBOVOST KA.XWELL, OF LOCHMABEK. 

Ellibland, KMA Deearibw 1789. 
Dear Protost — ^As my friend, Mr Graham, goes for your good 
town to-morrow, I cannot resist the temptation to send yon a few 
lines, and as I have nothing to say, I have chosen this sheet of foi^scap, 
and begun, as you see, at the top of the first page, because I have 
ever observe^ that wh&a once people have fairly set out, they know 
not wh^^ to stop. Now that my first sentence is concluded, I have 
nothing to do but to pray Heaven to help me on to another. Shall 
I write you on politics, or religion, two master - subjects for your 
sayers of nothing ! Of the firsts I daresay by this time you are 
nearly surfeited ;3 and for the last, whatever they may talk of it 
who make it a kind of company-concern, I never could endure it 
beyond a soliloquy. I might write you on farming, on building, on 
marketing; but my poor distracted mind is so torn, so jaded, so 
racked imd bedeviled with the task of the superlatively damned to 
make one guinea do the business of three, that I detest, abhor, and 

> Those addreeaed to Mr Williiun Tyiler. 

' The proTo«t» at the leading voter io Marjorp 0/ the Mvnjf Lochs, mast havt 
recently had a sufficiency of politics. 
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swoon at the very word bnsmeBs, though no leM than four letters of 
my very short surname are in it. 

Well, to make the matter short, I shall betake myselfHo a subject 
ever froitfiil of themes — ^a snbjeet the turtle-feast of the sons of Satan^ 
and the delicious secret sugar-plum of the babes of grace— a subject 
sparkling with all the jewels that wit can find in the mines of 
geniusy and pregnant wiUi all the stores of learning from Moses and 
Confucius to Franklin and Priestlej-- in short, may it please your 
lordship^ I intend to write * * * 

Z* Here,* saift Alton Cunningham,* tKe po€t huerted a tonff, the ^pte^fieation qf which 
eotdd beqfno ben^ to hie fame,* ] 

If at any time you expect a field-day in your town — ^a day when 
dukes, earls, and knights pay their court to weavers, tailors, and 
cobblers— I should like to know of it two or three days beforehand. 
It is not that I care three skips of a cur-dog for the politics, but I 
shotdd like to see such an exhibition of human nature. If you meet 
with that worthy old veteran in religion and good-fellowship, Mr 
Jeffrey, or any of his amiable fEonily, I beg you will give them my 
best compliments. B. B. 

In the conclosion of this letter, Bums alludes to the minister of 
Lochmaben. In the course of his perambulations, he was occa- 
sionally in the house of this worthy man. Mr. Je&ey had a 
daughter, a sweet, blue-eyed young creature, who at one of Bums^s 
yisits, probably the first, did the honours of the table. Next 
morioing our poet presented at breiikfiwt a song which has given 
the young lady immortality : 



THB BLUB-ETBD LASSIB.^ 

I gaed a waefu' gate yestre^i, ro«d 

A gate, I fear, I'll dearly rue ; 
I gat ray death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o* bonnie blue. 
'Twas not her golden ringlets bright; 

Her lips like roses wat wi' dew, 
Her heaving bosom, lily-white — 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

Bke talked, she smiled, my heart she wiled; 

She charmed my soul— I wist na how ; 
And aye the stound, the deadly wound, pang 

Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 

I Thk BOBg WM priated hi Jolamaa.*B Hnsemn, with an air oompoied bj Mr 
Riddel of OleniiddeL It has been set by George Thanuoii to the tune of * Tlw 
Blathrie o*t/ but, in the opinion of th« prownt editor, it flows mnoh more sweelljr 
to 'IfyMiljJoe and dearie O.' 
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But, Spare to q>eek^ and ^lare to ipeed ; 1 

She'll aiblins liBten to my tow : p^rbaiN 

Should she refuse, 1*11 lay my dead death 

To her twa een sae bonnie Uue. 

Miss Jeffrey married a gentleman named Renwick of NewTork, 
and was living there about 1822, when a son of Mr Gkorge 
Thomson was introduced to her by her son, the professor of 
chemistry in Columbia College. Mr Thomson gave the following 
account of her to his father: 'She is a widow — has still the 
remains of Bums's delightful portrait of her : her twa sweet een^ 
that gaye him his death, are yet clear and fbll of expression. She 
has great suavity of manners and much good sense.* He then 
adds from her recollection a charming picture of the manners of 
Bums in refined and agreeable society. *■ She told me that she 
often looks back with a melancholy satisfS&ction on the many 
evenings she spent in the company of the great bard, in the social 
circle of her £Either*s fireside, listening to the brilliant sallies of 
his imagination and to his^elightful conversation. " Many times," 
said she, " have I seen Burns enter my fiUher^s dwelling in a cold 
rainy night, after a long ride over the dreary moors. On such 
occasions one of the fainily would help to disencumber him of his 
dreadnought and boots, while others brought him a pair of slippers 
and made him a warm dish of tea. It was during these visits that 
he felt himself perfectly happy, and opened his whole soul to us, 
repeated and even sang many of his admirable songs, and enchanted 
all who had the good fortune to be present with his manly, lumi- 
nous observations and artless manners. I never," she added, 
*^ could fancy that Bums had ever followed the rustio occupation 
of the plou^ because everything he said or did had % graceful- 
ness and charm that was in an extraordinary d^ree engaging." * ^ 

It may be pleasant to many to know, that Captain Wilks of the 
United States' navy, and superior of the exploratory expedition 
whose publication has been received in this country as a valuable 
contribution to science, is a son-in-law of the Blue-eyed Lassie of 
Burns. Mrs Renwick, however, had the fate to see Mrs Wilks 
and others of her children go to the grave before her. 

In the New York Mirror (1846) appeared the following notice 
regarding Mrs Renwick : — * The lady to whom the following verses 
— ^never before published — were addressed, known to the readers 
of Bums as the "Blue-eyed Lassie," is one of a race whose 
beauties and A'irtues formed for several generations the inspiration 
of the master of the Scottish song. Her mother was Agnes 

* A M HI Xl illill OlI lB i lt UB ! 

« ll«w •dtUMi Of Hr Thootfon'k Udod^ 188(1 
III. E 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



98 UFE AND WORKS OF BURNS. 

Armstrong, in whose honour the touching words and beautiful 
air of " Roslin Castle " were composed, and " Fairie fair" ^ was her 
more remote progenitrix.' 

The editor then adds the following song as a composition oi 
Bums: — 

SONG. 

AjK-'Maggif LaudoTf 

When first I saw fair Jeanie's &ce, > : ^ 

I couldna tell what ailed me^ 
My heart went flattering pit-arpat^ 

My een they almost failed me. 
She's aye sae neat, sae trim, sae tighi^ 

All ffrace does round her hover, 
Ae look deprived me o' my hearty 
And I became a lover. 
She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 
She's aye so blithe and cheerie ; 
l^e's aye Sae bonny, blithe, and gay 
O gin I were her deftrie I 

Had I Dundas's whole estate^ 

Or Hc^tonn's wealth to shine in ; 
Did warlike laarels crown, my brow. 

Or humbler bays entwining-^ 
I'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet, 

Could I but hope to move her. 
And prouder than a belted knight, 

I 'd be my Jeanie's Iovot. 

She aye, aye sae Uithe, «Eke gay, &c. 

Bat sair I fear some happier swain 

Has gained sweet Jeanie's favour : . 
If so, may every bliss be hers. 

Though I maun never have her, , 
Butgapg-she east, or gang she west, 

'Twixt Forth and Tweed all over. 
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste, 

She*ll always ^d a lover. 
She 'a aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &c. 

Mrs Benwick has been for some years dead. 
The Countess ofGlencaim, mother of his beloved patron, had 
from the first shewn Bums much kindness. By her origin, as we 

I This allUBion is not readily intelligible. The person meant seems to be * FairJIe 
ftdr,* a fiotitioiui character in the ballad ot Mard^awU, written at the begiimiiig 
ef the Int oentoiy kj Lady Wardtaw* 
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liare ibeen, she vrta a somewhat remarkaVle person among the 
Scottish nobility, being the daughter of a village musician, who 
was raised to unexpected wealth by the bequest of a fortunat* 
relative. Her ladyship had lately written a kind letter to Bums. 

TO THX OOUKTBSS OV OSElfCAIRN. 

t^LLiBi^AirD, Deeemlber 1780.] 
My LiBT-^The honour you have done your poor poet in writing 
lum so very obliging a letter, and the pleasure the ^iclosed beautiful 
verses have given him, came very seasonably to his aid amid the 
cheerless gloom and sinking despondency of diseased nerves and 
December weather. As to foigetting the family of Qlencaim, 
Heaven is my witness with what sincerity I could use those old 
verses, which please me more in their rude simplicity than the most 
elegant lines I ever saw — 

' U thee, Jeraaalem, I fotgeitt 
Skill part from ngr right hand. 
Hy tongue to my month's roof kiokftTei "^ 

Jemsalem, and thee above 
1^ chief Joy do not wt.* 

Whm I am tempted to do anything improper, I dare not, because 
I look on myself as accountable to your lady^ip and family. 
Now and then, when I have the honour to be called to the tables of 
the great, if I happen to meet with any mortification from the stately 
stupidity of self-sufficient squires, or the luxurious insolence of 
upstart nabobs, I get above the creatures by oalling to remembrance 
that I am patronised by the noble House of Olenoaim ; and at gala- 
thnes — such as New- Tear's Day, a christening, or the kirn -night, 
when my punch-bowl is brought from its dusty comer, and filled up 
in honour of the occasion, I iMgin with — The Covntess of Glmeaim ! 
TAy good woman, with the enthusiasm^ of a grateful heart, next cries - 
My Lord! and so the toast goes on until I end wiUi Lady Harnett. 
liiUe angdl ^ whose epithalamium I have pledged myself to write. 

When I received your ladyship's letter I was just in the act of 
transcribing for you some verses I have lately composed, and meant 
to have sent them my first leisure hour, and acquainted you with my 
late change of life. I mentioned to my lord diy fears concerning 
my &rm. Those fears were indeed too true ; it is a bargain would 
have ruined me but for the lucky droumstance of my having an 
Excise commission. 

People may talk as they please of the ignominy of the Excise ; 
£50 a year will support my wife and children, and keep me inde- 
pendent of the world; and I would much rather have it said that 
my iMX>fe8sion borrowed credit from me, than that I borrowed 

> Lady Harriet Don was the danghter of Lady Glencaingu Her ohJld wia the 
late aooofnpUshed Sir Aleyaader Doa, of Newton-Don, Bart 
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credit from 1117 profession. Another advantage I have in tiiis 
business is the knowledge it gives me of the various shades of 
human character, consequently assisting me vastly in my poetic 
pursuits. I had the most ardent enthusiasm for the Muses when 
nobody knew me but myself, and that ardour is by no means cooled 
now that my Lord Qlencaim's goodness has introduced me to all 
the world. Not that I am in haste for the press. I have no idea of 
publishing, else I certainly had consulted my noble, generous patron ; 
but after acting the part of an honest man, and supporting my 
family, my whole wishes and views are directed to poetic pursuits. 
I am aware that though I were to give performances to the world 
superior to my former works, still if they were of the same kind 
with those, ihe comparative reception they would meet with would 
mortify me. I have turned my thoughts on the drama. I do not 
mean the stately buskin of the tragic muse. Does not your ladyship 
think that an Edinburgh theatre would be more amused with 
affectation, folly, and whim of true Scottish growth, than manners^ 
which by far the greatest part of the audience can only know at 
second-hand f I have the honour to be your ladyship's ever devoted 
ftnd grateful humble servant, B. B. 



SKETCH— NEW- year's DAT [1790.] 

TO MRS DVttLOP, 

This day, Time winds tii' exhausted chaiui 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow. 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 
Adjust the unimpaired machine^ 
To idieel the equal, dull roatine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 
In vain assail him with their prayer; 
Deaf as my friend, h^ sees them press, 
Nor makes the hour one moment less. 
Will you (the Major 's^ with the hounds, 
The happy t^iants share his rounds; 
Coila's fiur Bachel's^ care to-day. 
And blooming Keith's engaged with Gray) 
From housewife cares a minute borrow — 
— ^That grandchild's ci^ will do to-morrow — 
And join with me a-moraUsing^ 
hh This day's propitious to be wise in. 

First, what did yesternight deliver! 
* Another year is gone for ever.' 

1 Aft«rwacdfl General Dnnlop of Dunlop. 

^ Rachel, a daughter of Mra Dunlop, was maklxig a sketch of CoQa. 
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And what is this day's strong suggestion f 

* The passing moment ^s all we rest on ! ' 

Best on — for what ! what do we here f 

Or why regard the passing year f 

Will time, amused with proTerbed lore, 

Add to our date one minute more! 

A few days may— a few years must — 

Bepose us in the silent dust 

Then is it wise to damp our blisst 

Tes — all such reasonings are amiss! 

The voice of Nature loudly cries, 

And many a message from the skies^ 

That something in us never dies : 

That on this frail, uncertain state, 

Hang matters of eternal weight : 

That future life in worlds unknown 

Must take its hue frx>m this alone ; 

Whether as heavenly glory bright, 

Or dark as misery's woeful night. 

Since, then, my honoured, first of friends^ 

On this poor being all depends. 

Let us th' important now employ. 

And live as those who never die. 

Though you, with days and honours crownedy 

Witness that filial circle round 

(A sight, life's sorrows to repulse^ 

A sights pale envy to convulse). 

Others now claim your chief regard; 

Yourseli^ yon wait your bright reward. 

Burns was at this time pressed with business, yet at the same 
time as much the victim of hypochondria as if he had been left to 
total vacuity. The evil prospects of his farm harassed his mind. 
Busied and vexed as he was, he found time to pay occasional 
evening visits to Dumfries, in order to witness the performances 
of a tolerable company of players which had temporarily settled 
there. He had even been led by these theatricals to turn his 
thoughts to the comic drama as a line not unworthy of the efforts 
of Coila. But neither at this time nor any other did he ever get 
beyond the composition of an occasional address or epilogue. 



TO KB GILBERT BUBNS. 

Ellisland* 11 th January 1790. 
Bbab Brothbb— I mean to take advantage of the frank, though 
I have not in my preoait frame of mind muc^ appetite for exertion 
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in writiiig. My neires lure is & state. I feel &afc horrid 

hypochondria pervading every atom of both body and sonL This 
fuin has undone my enjoyment of myself. It is a ruinous afiair on 

all hands. But let it go to ! I'll fight it out» aftd be off with It 

We have got a set of very decent players here just now. I 
have seen them an evening or two. David Campbell, in Ayr, wrote 
to me by the manager of the company, a Mr Sutherland, who is a 
B^n of apparent worth. On New-Tear's^Day evening I gave him the 
following prologue^ whieh he spouted to his audience with applause : 

PROLOGUE, 
8P0KBN AT TBB TMSATRB, DUMFRIES, ON NSW-YBAR'S-DAT KTJBNIirO [1790.^ 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 

That queens it o'er our taste — ^the more's the pity : 

Though, by the by, abroad why will you roam? 

€k>od sense and taste are natives here at home : 

But not for panegyric I appear, 

I come to wish you all a good new-year ! 

Old Father Time deputes me here before ye^ 

Not for to preach, but tell his simple story : 

The sage grave ancient coughed, and bade me say : 

* You're one year older this important day.' 

If wiser, too — he hinted some suggestion, 

But 'twould he rude, you know, to ask the question; 

And with a would-be roguish leer and wink, 

He bade me on you press this one word — * think 1* 

Ye sprightly youths, quite flushed with hope and spiriti 

Who think to storm the world by dint of merit^ 

To you the dotard has a deal to say, 

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way: 

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle, 

That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 

That though some by the skirt may try to snatch him. 

Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 

That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing, 

Yqu may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, though not least in love, ye youthful fair, 
Angelic f<mns, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 
To you old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow, 
And humbly begs you'll mind the important Now ! 
To crown your happiness he asks your leave, 
And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, though haply weak endeavours, 
With grateful pride we own'^our many fovonrs ; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it| 
Believe our glowing bosomB tnJy feel it. 
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I can no more. Kcmoel waftclear of tliisdanmed&nnilshmild 
respire more at ease. 

lliree days after ih» writing of this fretful letter, he was restored 
to a calmer hnmoor. 

TO MR WILLIAM DUNBAR, WA 

ELUtLAMD, I4th / (Wli m i' f 1790L 

SiMCB we are here oreatm*e8 of a daj, since *a few summer dajs, 
and a few winter nights, and the life of man is at an end,' why, m j 
deiff, mnch-esteem^ sir, should you and I let n^ligent ind^enoe 
— ^for I know it is nothing worse — step in betwe^i us and har the 
enjoyment of a mutual correspondence f "Wo are not shapen out 
of the common, heavy, methodical clod, the elemental stuff of ihe 
plodding, selfish race, the sons of Arithmetic and Prudence ; our 
feelings and hearts are not benumbed and poisoned by the cursed 
influence of riches, which, whatever blessing they may be in other 
resj^ects, are no friends to the nobler qualities of the heart : in the 
name of random sensibility, then, let never the moon change on our 
' silence any more. I have had a tract of bad health most part of 
this winter, else you had heard from me long ere now. Thank 
Heaven, I am now got so much better as to be able to partake a little 
in the enjoyments of life. 

Our fHend Cunningham will perhaps have told you of my going 
mto the Excise. The truth is, I found it a very convenient business 
to have £50 per annum, nor have I yet felt any of these mortifying 
circumstances in it that I was led to fear. 

Feb. 2d, — ^I have not, for sheer hurry of business, been able to 
spare five minutes to finish my letter. Besides my fiirm businesfl^ I 
ride on my Excise matters at least 200 miles every wedc I have 
not by any means given up the Muses. Tou will see in the third 
volume of Johnsim's Scots Songs that I have"* contributed my mite 
th^re. 

But, my dear sir, little ones that look up to you for paternal 
protection are an important charge. I havd ah'eady two fine healthy 
stoat little feUows, and I wish to throw some light upon them. I 
have a thousand reveries and schemes about them and their future 
destiny — not that I am a Utopian projector in these things. I am 
resolved never to breed up a son of mine to any of Uie learned 
professions. I know the value of independence ; and since I cannot 
give my sons an independent fortune, I shall give them an inde- 
pendent line of life. What a chaos of hurry, chance^ and changes 
is this world, when one sits soberly down to reflect on it 1 To a 
father, who Idmself knows the world, the thought that he shall have 
sons to usher into it must fill him with draad ; but if he have 
daughters, the prospect in a thoughtfid moment is apt to shock him. 

I hope Mrs Fordyce and the two young ladies are well. Do let me 
fnrgel that they are nieces of yours^ and let me say tiiat I never saw 
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a more interesting, sweeter pair of sisters in my fife. 1 6m ibe fool 
of my feelings Imd attachments. I often take up a Tolume of 
my Spenser to realise you to my imagination,^ and ihink over the 
sodal scenes we have had together. God grant that th«?e may be 
another world more congenial to honest fellows beyond this : a 
world where these rubs and plagues of absence^ distance, misfortunes^ 
ill health, &c. shall no more damp hilarity and divide friendship. 
This I know is your throng season, but half a page will much oblige^ 
my dear or, yours sincerety, B. B. 

Mrs Dmilop appears to have at this time accompanied one of 
her many kind letters with a present, perhaps with some reference 
to the thirty-first birthday of the bard, which was approaching. 
On that day he wrote to her one of the most interesting of his 
letters : 

TO MRS PUNLOP. 

£li.i8Lanz>, 8SA January 1790. 

It has been owing to unremitting hurry of business that I have 
not written to you, madam, long ere now. My health is greaUy 
better, and I now begin once more to share in satis&ction and 
enjoyment with the rest of my fellow-creatures. 

Many thanks, my much-esteemed friend, for your kind letters ; 
but why will you make me run the risk of being contemptible and 
mercenaiy in my own eyes I When I pique myself on my independent 
spirit, I hope it is neither poetic licence nor poetic rant : and I 
am so flattered with the honour you have done me, in making me 
your compeer in friendship and friendly correspondence, that I 
cannot without pain and a degree of mortification be reminded of 
the real inequality between our situations. 

Most sincerely do 1 rejoice with you, dear madam, in t&e good 
news of Anthony, aot only your anxiety about his fate, but my 
own esteem for such a noble, warm-hearted, manly young fellow, in 
the little I had of his acquaintance, has interested me deeply in his 
fortunes. 

Falconer, die unfortunate author of the Shipwreck, which yon io 
much admire, is no more. After witnessing the dreadful catastrophe 
he so feelingly describes in his poem, and after weathering many 
hard gales of fortune, he went to the bottom with the Aurora 
frigate! 

I forget what part of Scotland had the honour of giving him births 
but he was the son of obscurity and misfortune.' He was one of 
those daring, adventurous spirits which Scotland, beyond any other 
country, is remarkable for producing. Little does the fimd motha> 
think as she hangs delighted over the sweet little leech at her 

1 The poet's copy of Spemer was a preient from Mr I>iiiibar. 

* Falconer waft the MA cf a tradeiBiaaiA the Netherhow «f Wlnteivh. 
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bosom, wliefe tha poor fellow may hereafter wander, and what 
may be his feite. I remember a stanza in an old Scottish ballad,^ 
which, notwithstanding its mde simplicity, speaks feelingly to the 
heart — 

* Little did my mother think. 
That day she cradled me. 
What land I waa to trarel in. 
Or what death I should die ! ' 

(Hd Seottish songs are^ yon know, a fitvoimte stndy and pnraiiit of 
mine; and now I am on that subject, allow me to ^ve yon* two 
stanzas of another old simple ballad, which I am sure will please you. 
The catastrophe of the piece is a poor ruined female lamenting her 
&te. She concludes with this pathetic wish— 

' O thai my fBther had ne'er on me smUed ; 
O that my mother had netsr to me sung! 
O that my cradle had never hecn rocked ; 
But that I had died when I was young I 

O that Hm grare it were my bed ; 

My blankets were my winding-sheet ; 
The docks and the wcoms my bedMlows a'; 

And O sae sonnd as I should sleep ! ' 

JL do not remember in all my reading to have met with anything 
more truly the language of misery than the exclamation in the last 
line. Misery is like love ; to speak its language truly, the author 
must have felt it. 

I am every day expecting the doctor to give your little godson^ 
the small-pox. They are r^e in the country, and I tremble for his 
fate. By the way, I cannot help congratulating you on his looks and 
spirit. Every person who sees him acknowledges him to be the 
finest, handsomest child he has ever seen. I am myself delighted 
with the manly swell of his little chest, and a certain miniature^ 
dignity in the carriage of his head, and the giance of his fine black 
eye, which promise the undaunted gallantry of an independent mind. 

I thought to have sent you some rhymes, but time forbids. I 
promise you poetry until you are tired of it next time I have the 
honour of assuring you how truly I am, &c. B. B. 

About this time the Clarinda correspondenee was for a moment 
renewed, the following letter appearing as an answer to one from 
the lady, which has not been preserved. It is remarkable for the 
admission it makes of miscondnct in his past career, though infer- 
ring that the circumstances in which imprudence had involved 

^ Queen Mary had four attendants of her own Christian name. In the ballad 
mentioned by Bums, one of these gentlewomen is described as murdering her 
illegitimate child, and suffering tor the crime ; and the rerse quoted is one of her last 
enressions at the place <rf execution. The incident is supposed to be fictitioui. 

'The bard's second son, Francis. 
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him left him no means of a spotless escape. Th^re can searcely 
be a doubt that the song with which it closes was written in com- 
pliment to his correisqpondent. From few men besides Bums could 
any lady have expected, along with an apology for deserting her 
only twenty months ago, a pleasant-faced canzonet of compliment 
declaring, the world to be lightless without love. 



STLTANDSR TO GLASniDA. 

lAboui Fd>ruary 1790.]* 

I HATE indeed been ill, madam, this whole winter. An incessant 
headache, depression of spirits, and all the truly miserable cbnso- 
qnencee of a deranged nervous system, have made dreadful havoc 
of my health and peace. Add to all this, a line of life, into which I 
have lately entered, obliges me to ride upon an average at least two 
hundred miles every wedc« However, thank Heaven, I am now 
greatly better in my health. * * * * 

I cannot) will not^ enter into extenuatory circumstances ; else I 
could shew you how my precipitate, headlong, unthinkiBg conduct^ 
leagued with a conjuncture of unlue^. events to thrust me out of a 
possibility of keeping the path of reotitude ; to* curse me by an 
irreconcilable war l^tween my duty and my nearest w^es, and 
to damn me with a choice oiUy of different species of error and 
misconduct. 

I dare not trust myself Jbrther with this subject The following 
song is one of my latest productions, and I send it you as I would 
do anything else, because it pleases myself: — 

MY LOYBLT NANCY. 

Tvwtt—The Qualsei't Wife, 

Thine am I, my faithful fair, 

Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Every pulse along my veins. 

Every roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay my heart, 

There to throb and languish : 
Though despair had wrung its core, 

That would heal its anguish. 

Take away, those rosy lips, 

Bich wi<^ balmy treasure ; 
Turn away thine eyes of love. 

Lest I die with pleasure. 

1 In the authoriaededitkm of the coneipondeiioe this letter U ooqJecturaUy d«ted 
Qving of 1791. The Iq^podiondrU oompUined of» aad the aUuskiD to the reoeat 
tttrance upon the Bzdee hp^in^ss, bring it for certain d year &rther back. 
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tHiftt ifl lUe wheh wanting love! 

TSi^t wiUiout a mmiiing : 
Love's the cloadlees snnuner nin, 

Nature gay adorning. 

Towaidft the conclusion of the theatrical season at DnmMeSy 
GoUa came once more to the lud of Mr Manager Sutherland ; but 
it cannot be said that her effusion was such as to hold forth a 
Tery fietYOurahle prognostic of dramatic effort. 



ntOLOGUB POB mt SUTHBBLJLKD'S BEinSFIT NIOHTy DUVFRIBB. 

What needs tins din about the town 6* Lon'on, 
How this new play and that new sang is eomin'! 
Why is outlandiah stuff sae meikfe courted t 
Does nonsense mend like whisky, when imported! 
Is th^re nae poet» burning keen for fame, 
Will try .to gie us songs tuid |^ys at hamef 
For comedy abroad he needna toil, 
A fool and knave are plants of every soQ ; 
Kor need he hunt as. &r as Bome and Greece 
To gather matter for a serious piece ; 
There's themes enough in Caledonian story, 
Would shew Uie tragic Muse in a' her ghny. 

Is Uiere no daring bard win rise, and teU 
How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fdl ? 
. Where are the Muses fled ihaX could produce 
A drama worthy o' the name o' Bruce; 
How here, even here, he first unsheathed the sword 
'Qainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 
And after mony a bloody, deathless doing. 
Wrenched his dear coun^T^ from the jaws of ruin f 
O for a Shakspeare or an Otway scene. 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen! 
Vain all th* ommpotence of female charms 
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad rebellion's arms, 
^e fdl, but fell with spirit truly Boman, 
To glut the vengeance of a rival woman: 
A woman-r-though the phrase may seem nncivilr— 
As aUe and as cruel as the devil ! 
One Douglas lives in Home's immortal page. 
But Douglasses were heroes every age : 
And though your fEbthers, prodigal of life, 
A Douglas followed to the martial strife^ 
Pwhaps if bowls row right, and Bight sucoeedi^ 
Te yet may follow wh^re a Douglas leads 1 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



108 LIFE AKB WOBKS Of» BUBNS. 

As ye hae generous done, if a' the land 

Wcmld take the Musee' servants by the hand ; 

Not only hear, bat patronise^ befriend them. 

And whore ye justly can commend, 4Mnnmend them ; 

And aiblins when they winna stand the test, 

Wink hard, and say the folks hae done their best t 

Would a' the land do this, then 1 11 be caution 

Tell soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation. 

Will gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack, 

And warsle Time^ and lay him on his back! Bbive with 

For us and for our stage should ony spier, ask 

* Wha's aught thae chiels maks a' this bustle here!' mea 

My best leg foremost^ I'U set up my brow, 

We have the honour to belong to you ! 

We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like^ ^ idiiklrai 

But like gude mithers, shore before you strike. KhxvoteB 

And gratefu' still I h<^ ye'll ever find us. 

For a' the patronage and meikle kindness ' 

We've got frae a' professions, sets^ and ranks : 

Qod help us ! we're but poor — ^ye 'se get but thanks. 

The tUrd volume of ihe Scott Musical Museum bad been 
going on, somewhat more slowly than the second, but with an 
equtd amount of assistance from Bums. Besides the songs 
already cited since the date of the second volnme, he contributed 
many which, as they bore no particular reference to his own 
history, nor any other trait by which the exact date of their 
composition could be ascertained, are here presented in <me 
group. Several of them are, bowever, only old songs mended Gf 
extended by Boms. 



TIBBIS DUNBAR. 

O wilt UiOQ go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar t 

wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar! 
Wilt thou ride on a horse or bd drawn in a car. 
Or walk by my side, sweet Tibbie Dunbar! 

1 carena thy daddie, his lands and his money, 
I carena thy kin, sae high and sae lordly; 
But say thou wilt hae me, for better for wanr. 
And come in thy coatie, sweet Tibbie Dunbar I 
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THE OABDENER Wl' HIS PAJDLB. 

Tvnm^The Qardenerf March, 

[It win be fnmd that Bums lubseqnently produced a nev venioii off thia aangt 
changing the burden at the (dose of the steiuaM.] 

When rosy mom comes in wi' showen. 
To deck her gay green birken bowers. 
Then busy, busy are his honrs, 

The gardener wi' his paidle. 

The crystal waters gently &', 
The merry birds are lovers a*. 
The scented breezes round him blaw. 
The gardener wi' his paidle. 

When purple morning starts the hare, 
To steal upon her early &re, 
Thesi through the dews he maun repair, 
The gardener wi' his paidle. 

When day, expiring in the west, 
The curtain draws of Nature's rest, 
He flies to her arms he loes the besi^ 
The gardener wi* his paidle. 



HiaHLAND HARRT. 

[Of th[i gong Bnnie eayi: 'The tbarvtB I ^oked up from an old wonaa in 
Dnnblane ; the rest of the song is mine.' It is evident that the poet has nnder- 
■tood the ohonis in a Jacobite sense, and written his own verses in that strain 
acooidinj^. Mx Peter Bnchan lias, nevertheless, ascertained that the original 
song related to a love attachment between Harry Lumsdale, the second son of a 
Highland gentleman, and Hiss Jeanie Oordon, daog^ter to the Laird of Knodces- 
poek, in Aberdeencdiire. The lac^ was married to her cousin, Habidkie Ckudon, a 
\-^ a(m erf the Laird of Rbgrnie; and some time after, her furmcr lover having met her 

and shaken her hand, her husband drew his sword in anger, and lopped off several 
of Lnmsdide's fingers, which Highland Harry took so much to heart, tiiat he soon 
after died.— See Hogg and Motherwell's edition of Bums, iL 1970 

My Hany was a gallant gay, 

Fu' stately strode he on the plain : 

But now he's banished far away ; 
I'll never see him back again* 

for him back again ! 

' O for him back again ! 

1 wad gie a' Knoclduu^ie's land 

For Highland Harry back agaiit 
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When a' the lave gae to their bed, ^^ 

I wander dowie up the glen ; nd 

I set me down and greet my fiU, 017 
And aye I wish Mm back again. 

O were some villains hangit high. 

And ilka body had their ain I 
Then I might see the joyfu' sights 

Hy Highland Harry back again. 



BONNIB AKK. 

Ai»-r« CMkmti bright, 

C* Icompotedthto ■ongctttof iximplimant to Bites Ami Matterton, thedms^ter of 
my friend AOui Mast^ton, the author of the air ** StratiiaUan's Lament,** and two 
or three othen in this work.*— BimM; Miss VUaUaeim. afterwaids beoame Mrs 
DerUshirOy and was living in London in 1834.] 

Te gallants bright, I rede ye right| 

Beware o* bonnie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae fu' o* grace^ 

Your heart she will trepan. 
Her een sae bright^ like stars by nighty 

Her skin is like the swan; 
Sae' jimply laced her genty waist^ 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love attendant move^ 

And pleasure leads the van : 
In a* their charms and conquering arms 

l^ey wait on bonnie Ami. 
The capdve bands inay chiun the hands, 

But love enslaves the man ; 
Ye gallants braw, I rede you a', . * 

Beware 0' bonnie Ann 1 



JOHN AKDEBSON. 
TcNX-VdAn Andenon my jo, 
John Anderson my jo, John, 

When we were first sequent, 

Your locks were like the raven, 

Your bonnie brow was brent; 

But now your brow is bold, Jc^m, 

Your lodes are like the snaw ; 

But blessings on your frosty pow, 

John Anderson my jo. 
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John Ajkitoaon my jo^ Jdin, 

We damb the hill thegiiher. 
And mony.a canty day, John, 

We*Te had wi' ane anither ; 
Kow we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we'H go. 
And sleep thegither at the foot| 

John Anderaim my jo. 



THE BATTLE OF SHXBIFF-1CUIR.1 
Tuir»— C b wc r aii fcm B/cmi. 

[Jsk tliii iutanoe, Barns has oonoentrated in hii own. btngiuge a more difltas* 
mmg on the Mune sntijeot which is onderstood to have been the eraipoeitioD of Ur 
Berday, a Beiean minister of some note about the middle of the last centnrji unole 
te tiie distiiyiished anatomirt of th^ame nune.] 

* cam ye here the fight to ahnn. 

Or herd the sheep wi' me, man f 
Or were ye at the Sherra-mnir, 

And did the battle see, man f ' 
*I saw the battle^ sair and tough, 
And reekin' red ran mony a shengh ; channel 

My heart, for fear, gaed sough for sough, aigh 

To hear the thuds, and see the cluds, kno(^ 

0* clans frae woods, in tartan duds, dothea 

Wha glaumed at kingdoms three, man. grasped 

* The red-coat lads, wi' black cockades, 

To m^et them were na i^rw, man » 
They rushed and pushed, and blnid outgushed, 

And mony a bouk did fa', man : corpse 

The great Argyle led on his files, 
I wat they gk^ced for twenty miles : 
They hack^ and hashed, while broadswords clashed, 
And through they dashed, and hewed, and smashed. 

Till fej men d^ed awa, man. pcedestlned 

* Bat had yon seen the philabegs^ 

And skyrin tartan trews, man ; shining 

When in the teeth they dared our Tfhigs, 

And cdvenant true blues, man ; 
In lines extended lang and large, 
When bayonets opposed the targe. 
And thousands hastened to the charge, 

1 *This was written ahont the time our hard made his tour to the Highland*, 
1787.'— Ckirrie. Gilbert Bums entertained a doubt if the song was by his brother} 
bnt for this we can see no Just grounds. 
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Wi' Highland wratii they frae the sheath 
Drew blades o' death, tiU, out o' breat^ 
They fled like frighted docs, man.' 

* how den, Ham, can that be true f 

The chase gaed frae the North, man; 
I saw myself, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 
And at Dunblane, in my ain sight, 
fHiey took the brig wi' a* their might, 
And straught to Stirling winged their flight ; 
But, cursed lot 1 the gates were shut ; 
And mony a huntit, poor red-coat, 

For fear amaist did swarf, man !' swoon 

* My sister Kate cam up the gate 

Wi' crowdie mito me, man ; ponUgt 

She swore she saw some rebels run 

Frae Perth unto Dundee,^an : 
Their left-hand.general had nae skill, 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their neibors' blood to spill ; 
For fear, by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose — all crying woes; 

And so it goes, you see, man. 

* They've lost some gallant gentlemen 

Amang the Highland dans, man : 
I fear my Lord Panmure is slain, 

Or &llen in Whiggish hands, man : 
Now wad ye sing this double %ht, 
Some fell for wrai^, and some for right ; 
But mony bade the world guid-m'ght ; 
Then ye may tell, how pell and mell. 
By red claymores, and muskets' knell| 
Wi' dying yell, the Tories fell. 

And Whigs to hell did flee^ man.' 



BLOOMINO NELLY. 
TvNm— On a Battk qf Flomen^ 

On a bank (^flowers, in a smnmer day, 

For summer lightly drest, 
The youthful, blooming Nelly lay. 

With love and sleep opprest ; 
When Willie, wandering through the woo^ 

Who for her fiEtvour oft had sued, 
He gazed, he wished, he feared, he blndied, 

£aA trembled where he stood. 
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Her dosM eyes W^e weap<Hi8 shea&ed, 

Were sealed in soft repose ; 
Her lip, still as she fragrant breathed, 

It richer dyed the rose. 
The springing lilies sweetly prest, 

Wild-wanton, kissed her rival breast ; 
He gazed, he wished, he feared, he blueiied— • 

^8 bosom ill at rest 

Her robes light waving in the breeze, 

Her tender limbs embrace ; 
Her lovely form, her native ease^ 

All harmony and grace : 
Tamultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltering, ardent kiss he stole ; 
He gazed, he wished, he feared, he blushed, 

ijid sighed his very soul. 

As flies the partridge from the brake 

On fear-inspired wings, 
So Nelly starting, half awake, 

Away affrighted springs : 
But Willy foUowed, as he should; 

He overtook her in' the wood; 
He vowed, he prayed, he found the mud 

Forgiving all and good. 



MT heart's in the HIGHLANDS. 

Tvwm-'Faitte na Mio^. 

My heart's in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chasing the deer; 
A-chasing the wild deer, and following the roe— 
My heart's in the Highlands wljerever I go. 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, 
The birthplace of valour, the country of worth; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove. 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high covered with snow; 
Farewell to the straths and green valleys below : 
Farewell to the forests and wild-4ianging woods; 
Farewell to the torrents and load-pouring floods. 
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My heart'a in the Highlands ft-chasing the deer : 

A-ehasing the wild ^aer^ and following the roe— 

My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. • 

[In thia song Bums cangbt tip the ain^e streak of poetiy wfaidi existed in a 
wen-known old stUl song, entitled The Sbnmg Watts of I>errjf, and wbSOi oom- 
menoesthns:'^ 

* Tlie first day I landed tWBS OB Ush gromid. 
The tidings oame to me from lUr Deny town. 
That my love was married, and to my sad wo, 
And I lost my first love >y courting too slow.' 
After many stanaas of similar doggrel, the author breaks out, as under an inqiira* 
tion, with the one fine TerBe,.which Bums alterwards seised as a basis Ibr his own 
beautifid ditty: 

/* Ify heart 's in the BigfalandB, my heart is not here ; 
My heart's in the Highlands a-ohasing the deer ; 
A-chasing the deer, and following the roe~ 
My heart's in the Highlands wherever I go.*] 



THB BANKS OF NITH. 
Tcif s— JioMtf donna Qoraeh, 
The Thames flows proudly to the sea^ 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
But sweeter flows the Nith, to me. 
Where Conunins ance had high oominand; 
00 When shall I see that honoured land^ 

That winding stream I love so dear I 
Must wayward fortune's adverse hand 
For oyer, oyer keep me here I 

How loyely, Nith, thy fruitful valei^ 

Where spreading hawthorns gaily Uooml 
How sweeUy wind thy sloping dalei^ 

Where lambldna wanton tlu*ough the broom! 
Though wandering]^ now, must be my doom, 

Far from thy beanie banks and braei^ 
May there my latest hours consume^ 

Amang the /nends of early days ! 



MT HBAST IB A-BBiEAKlNG, DEAR TITTDS t 

My heart is a-breaking, dear tittie I 
Some counsel unto me come len', 
To anger them a' is a pity, 
hh But what will I do wi' Tarn Glen t 

I'm thinking wi' sic a braw fellow 
In poortith I might make a fen'; 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I maunna marry Tarn Qlent 
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There^s Lowrie^ the Laird o* I^mmeUer, 

Goid-dajr to you, brute I he comes ben; 
He brags and he blaws o' his siller, 
» But when will he dance like Tam Glent 

Hy minnie does constantly deave ine» mother 

And bids me beware o' young men ; 
\ They flatter, she says, to deceive me, 

JboA wha can thinlc sae o* Tam Glenf 

My daddie says, gin 1*11 forsake hiniy 
He'll gie me guid hunder marks ten : 

But if it's ordained I maun take him, 
O wha will I get but Tam Glen I 

Yestreen at the valentineiB^ dealing, 

My heart to my mou' gied a sten ; botmd 

For thrice I drew ane without foiling. 
And thrice it was written— Tam Glen. 

The last Halloween I was waukin — 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; wti 

His likeness cam up the house stauldn, 
And the very gray breeks o' Tam Glen t 

Come oonnse], dear ttttie 1 don't tarry — 

I'll gie you my bonnie black hen, 
Qif ye wiU advise me to marry 

The lad I loe dearly— Tam Glen. 

The volume was introduced by a short pre&ce, evidently from 
the pen of Bums — ^to whose credit, indeed^ this work may almost 

vrhoUy be placed. *' As this is not one of those many 

publications which are hourly ushered into the world merely to 
catch the eye of fiikshion in her frenzy of a day, the editor has 
little to hope or fear from the herd of readers. Consciousness of 
the well-Iuiown merit of our Scottish music, and the national 
fondness of a Scotchman for the productions of his own country, 
are at once the editor^s motive and apology for this undertaking ; 
and where any of the pieces in the collection may perhaps be 
found wanting at the critical bar of the first, he appeals to the 
honest prejudices of the last.' 

A circumstance has been obligingly r^»orted to me by Sir James 
S. Monto&th of Closebum, as illustrating the artist-like care with 
which Burns even now elaborated and finished his songs. ' There 
was then living in Closebum parish a respectable woman, Christina 
Kirkpatrick, married to a mason named Flint. She had a 
masculine understandmg ; was well acquainted with the old musio^ 
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the 80Bg8 aiid bdlftds of Scfotkod ; and, haying a fine yoioe and 
good ear, she sang them remarkably well. At a subsequent 
dme, when the poet^s mother lived on a farm which forms part of 
this estate, she was on intimate terms with Kirsty, to whom, on 
the removing with her son Gilbert to East Lothian, she gave 
several little presents ; amongst the rest, the low - seated deal- 
chair on which she had nursed the poet and the rest of her 
children. This was obligingly presented to me by Eirsty on her 
deathbed, and it is now in my possession. 

'When Biuns dwelt at EUisland, he was accustomed, i^er 
composing any of his beautiful songs, to pay Eirsty a visit, that 
he might hear them sung by hw. He often stopped her in the 
course of the singing, when he found any word harsh and grating 
to his ear, and substituted one more melodious and pleasing. 
From Eirsty^s extensive acquaintance with the old Scotch airs, 
she was frequently able, to suggest to the poet music more 
suitable to the song she was singing than that to which he had 
set it.'i 

It may also be remarked that Bums was to some extent 
assisted in the same manner by his wife, whose vocal powers and 
acquaintance with Scottish airs were much beyond what is common. 



TO MR PETBR HILI^ B00K8BLLEB, EDINBUBOH. 

Ellislahs, Sd Feb, 1700. 
No ! I will not say one word about apologies or excuses for not 
writing^-I am a poor, rascally gauger, condemned to gallop at least 
200 miles every week to inspect dhrty ponds and yeasty barrels, and 
where can I find time to write to, or importance to interest anybody! 
The npbraidings of my conscience, nay, the upbraidings of my wife^ 
have persecuted me on your account these two or three months 
past. I wish to God I was a great man, that my correspondence 
might throw light upon you, to lef the world see what you really 
are ; and then I would make your fortune, without puUing my hand 
in my pocket for you, which, like all other great men, I suppose I 
would avoid as much as possible. What are you doing, and how are 
you doing! Have you lately seen any of my few friends! What 

1 A ststement oonfirmatary of fbe anecdote in the text is made in a commmii- 
eathm of the late Professor Thomas Gillespie, of St Andrews, to the SdMw^ 
LOerarif Journal, December 18, 1889 : ' Whesn a schoolboy at Wallace-hidl Acad^ny, 
I saw Bums's horse Ued by the bridle to the truck of a cotta«;e-door in the neigh- 
bourhood of ThomhiU, and lingered for some time listening to the songs which* 
seated in an arm-chair by the fireside, Bums was listening to. Betty (?) Flint 
was the name of the songstress. She was neither pretty nor witty, but she had 
a pipe of the most overiytwering pitch, and a taste for song. . . . She sang even 
to us laddies, There*i nae jwcfc about the house, and Brow, braw iadt o'Qaia Water, 
most inimitably. 
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lifts becovne of the borough bxbokm^'ot how is the fiite of nij poor 
namesake Mademoiselle Boms decided! Which of their grave 
lordships can lay his hand on his hearty and say that he has not 
taken adyantage of snoh frailty f * * * O man 1 but for thee and 
thy. selfish appetites and dishonest artifices, that beauteous form, and 
that once innocent and still ingenuous mind, might have shone 
con^icuous and lovely in the faithful wife and the afFectionate 
mo^er ; and shall the unfortimate sacrifice to thy pleasures have no 
daim on thy humanity ! i ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I saw lately in a review some extracts from a new poem, called 
the ViUagt Curate;^ send it me. I want likewise a cheap copy of 
The World. Mr Armstrong, the young poet» who does me the 
honour to mention me so kindly in his works, please give him my 
best thanks f<Hr the copy of his book.^ I shall write him my first 
leisore hour. I like hia poetry much, but I think his style in prose 
quite astonishing. 

What is become of that veteran in genius, wit, and * * *, Smellie, 
and his book ! Give him my compliments. Does Mr Graham of 
Gartmore ever enter your shop now? He is the noblest instance 
<^ great talents^ great fortune^ and great worth that ever I saw in 
conjunction. Bemember me to Mrs EUll ; and believe me to be, my 
dear skv ever yonre^ B. B. 



TO MB WILLIAM mCOL. 

Ellisland, Fd>. 9, VJW, 

Mt bear Sir — ^That mare of yours is dead. I would freely 

have given her price to have saved her ; she has vexed me beyond 
de8Cr§>tion. Indebted ^ I was to your goodness beyond what I can 
ever repay, I eagerly grasped at your dfer to have the mare with 
me. l^at I might at least shew my readiness in wishing to be 
grateful, I to<^ every care of her in my power. She was nevw 
crossed for riding above half a score of times by me or in my keepv 
ing. I drew her in the idough, one of three^ for one poor week. I 
refrued fifty-five shillings for hw, which was the lughest bode I 
could squeeze tor her. I fed her up, and had her in fine order for 
Dumfries frur; when, four or five days before the fair, she was 
seized with an unaccountable disorder in the sinews, or somewhere 
in the bones of the neck ; with a weakness or total want of power in 
. h^ fillets ; and, in ^ort, the whole vertebrae of her spine seemed to 
be diseased and unhinged ; and in eight-and-forty hours, in spite of 
the two best fkrriers in the country, she died, and be * to her I 

1 The fitUl female here alluded to had been the subject of some rather o p pre ari Ti 
magieterial proceedings, which took their character from Creech, and roused sonM 
publie feeling in her behalt 

«The VUlage CuraU^ a poem (8vo, Ss: M. sewed. Johnson, London), is reviewed 
in the Scots Magazine for October 1789. 

« A volume entitled Juvenile Poems, by John Armstrong, student in the University 
of Edinburgh^ appeared in the latter part of 17®. 
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The fintters said iJiat she liad been quite sfarained in tiie fillets 
beyond cure before you bad bonghtber; and that the pow devH, 
though she might keep a little flesh, had been jaded and quite- worn 
out with foiigue and oppression. While she was with me she was 
under my own eye, and I assure yon, my mueh-Ttfued friend, every- 
Uiing was done for her that could be done ; and the accident has 
vexed me to the heart. In fact^ I could not pluck up spirits to write 
to you on account of the unfortunate business. 

There is little new in this country. Our theatrical company, of 
which you must haye heard, leave us this week. Their merit and 
character are indeed very great^ both on the stage and in private 
life : not a worthless creature among them ; and their encourage- 
ment has been accordingly. Their usual run is from eighteen to 
twenty-five pounds a night : seldom less than the one^ and the house 
will hold no more than the other. There have been repeated 
instances of sending away six, and eight, and ten pounds a night for 
want of room. A new theatre is to be built by subscription ; the 
first stone is to be laid on Friday first to come. Thr^ hundred 
guineas have been raised by thirty subscribers, and thirty more 
might have been got if wanted. The manager, Mr SutheHand, was 
introduced to me by a friend from Ayr ; and a worthier or cleverer 
fellow I have rarely met with. Some of our clergy have slipt in l^ 
stealth now and then ; but they have got up a farce of their own. 
You must have heard how the Bev. Mr Lawson of Kirkmahoe^ 
seconded by the Bev. ]^ Kirlqpatrick of Dunscore,^ and the rest of 
that faction, have accused, in formal process, the unfortunate and 
Bev. Mr Heron of Kirkgunzeon, that in ordaining Mr Ifielson Ui the 
cure of souls in Kirkbean, he, the said Heron, feloniously and 
treasonably bound the said Nielson to the confession of faith, eofar 
as it waa agreeable to reason and the word of God ! 

Mrs B. begs to be remembered most gratefully to you. Little 
Bobby and Frank are charmingly well and healthy. I am jaded to 
death with fatigue. For these two or three months, on an average, 
I have not ridden less than 200 miles per week. I have done 
little in the poetic way. I have given Mr Sutherland two Prologues^ 
one of which was delivered last week. I have likewise strung four 
or five barbarous stanzas, to the tune of Ckevy Cffiaae^ by way of 
Elegy on your poor unfortunate mare, beginning (the name she got 
here was Peg Nicholson)^ 

PEG NICHOLSON. 

Peg Nicholson was a ^ood bay mare, 

As ever trode on aim ; 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 

And past the mouth o' Cairn. 

1 BnniB's own pariah TpriesL 

> In burleaqae allusion, It may be prestuned, to the insane w<anan, Maigari^ 
NioholioB, who made an attempt to stab Oeoi^ge III. with a knife, Augnst 1786L 
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Peg Niebolson was a good bay mare^ 
And rode through thick and thin ; 

Bat now she's floating down the Nith^ 
And wanting even. the. skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare^ 

And ance she bore a priest ; 
But now she's floating down the Nithy 

For Solway fish a feast. 

P^ Nicholson was a good bay mare. 

And the priest he rode her sair ; 
And mnch oppressed and bruised she wa% 

As priest-rid cattle are— &c. &c. 

My best compliments to Mrs Nicol, and little Neddy, and all iho 
&mily : I hope Ned is a good scholar, and will come out to gather 
nats and apples with me next harvest. B. B. 



TO 

Bllibland, 1790. 

Deab SiBr— WheUier in the way of my trade I can be of any 
service to the Bev. Doctor,^ is^ I fear, very doubtful.; Ajaz's shield 
consisted, I. ihink, of seven* bull-hides and a plate of brasfi, which 
altogether set Heir's utmost force at defiance. Alas I I am not a 
Hector, and the worthy doctor's foes are as securely armed as 
Ajax was. Ignorance, superstition, bigotry, stupidity, malevolence, 
Belf-eoBceit^ envy— all strongly bound in a mas^ frame, of brazen 
impudence. Good God, sir 1 to sucha shield, humour is the ^eok of a 
sparrow, and satire the pop-gun of a schoolboy. Creation-diignuiing 
skz^roto such as they, Qod cmly can mend, and the. deinl ^ily 
can punish. In the comprehending way of Caligula, I wish they aU 
had but one neck. I feel impotent as, a. child to the ardour of my 
wishes I O for a withering curse, to. blast the germina of their 
wipked machinations. O for a poisonous tornado, winged from the 
torrid zone of Tartanu^ to sweep the spreading crop of their 
▼illanous contrivances to the lowest hell I B. B. 

The poet's young brother, William, who had latterly be«i 
employed at Newcastle, was now resolved to adventure into the 
great field of London, and hfe wrote (24th January 1790) to Robert 
for a letter of introduction to his old preceptor Murdoch. * Yon 
promised,' he adds, * when I was intending to go to Edinburgh, 
to write me some instructions about behaviour in companies 

» DrM'Gm,o£Ayr. 
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rath^ above my sUti<m, to which I might be ev^itnaUy introduced. 
As I may be introduced into such companies at Murdoch^s or on 
his account, when I go to London, I wish you would write me 
some such instructions now : I ^erer had more need of them, for, 
haying spent Httle of my time in comptmy of any sort since I 
came to Newcastle, I have ahnost forgot the common civilities of 
l^e. To these instructions pray add some of a moral kind, for 
though-— either through the strength of early impressions, or the 
frigidity of my constitution, I have hitherto withstood the temp- 
tation to those vices to which young men are so much addicted, 
yet I do not know if my virtue will be able to withstand the more 
poweriul temptations of the metropolis; yet, through GU>d*8 
assistance and your instructions, I hope to weather the storm.* ^ 

The innocence of this is certainly very charming; and one 
cannot but be amused at seeing Robert Bums applied to for an 
edification against the vices most besetting to young and hot 
blood. 



TO Mil WILLIAH BURNS, SADDLBR, NEWCA8TLB-0N-TTinL 

'Ellislaxd, lOf^ Fdmtarf 1790. 

Ht bbar William— .... Kow ih|t you are setting out for that 
place [London], put on manly resolve, and determine to persevere; 
and in that case you will less or more be sure of success. One or 
two things allow me to particularise to you. London swarms with 
worthless wretches who prey on their fellow-creatur^thonghtleasBesi 
or inexperience. Be cautious in forming connections with cmnrades 
and cmnpanioDS. Tou can be pretty good company to yourself, and 
you eannot be too shy of letting anybody know you fiirther thim to 
know you as a saddler. Another caution. .... It is an impulse 
the hardest to be restrained; but if once a man accustoms himself 
to gratifications of that impulse^ it. is then nearly or altogether 
impossible to restrain it. .... . 

I have gotten the Excise division, in the middle of which I live. 
Poor little Frank is this mining at the height of th^ smallrpox. I 
got him inoculated, and I hope he is in a go<^ way. 

Write me before you leave Newcastle, and as soon as you reach 
London. In a word, if ever you be, as perhaps you may be, in a 
strait for a little ready cash, you know my durecUon, I shall not 
see you beat while you fight like a man. — Farewell 1 God bless 
you. BoBT. Burns, 

The above letter shews how well Bums could point out 
1 CtaauiCB ReUqvM, p, S99i 
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prudential ndefr for otha». He might well huve added to soma 
parts of his preachment^ — 

* And may you better reck the rede, 
Than ever did th' adviser ! * 

Dr Currie published a little, jocular, rhyming epistle which 
Boms had sent to ^ a gentleman who had sent the poet a news- 
paper, and offered to continue it free of expense.* There can 
scarcely be a doubt that this gentleman was Peter Stuart, to 
whose newspaper, The Star, Bums had sent various contributions 
in prose and verse. Stuart desired to hate the occasional assist- 
ance of Bums, and seems to have thought of sending his paper as 
an inducement and a remuneration. Mr Daniel Stuart reported 
in 1838 * that his brother had at this time offered Bums a salary 
for contributions, ^ quite as large as his Excise endowments.* He 
had forgot particulars; but he remembered his brother shewing 
Bums^s letters, and boasting of the correspondence of so great a 
genius. It is to be feared that this is not true as to time, if trae 
at aU. Neither can we think Mr Daniel Stuart right in calling 
this jocular epistle of Bums ^ a sneering, unhandsome return ' 
for his brother^s offer, whatever that might be. It is a piece of 
mere pleasantry, conceived in the pwest good-humour, and with 
all desirable marks of good-feeling towards the person addressed: 

WRITTEN TO A GBNTLBlfAN WHO HAD SENT THE POET A NEWSPAPEBy 
AND OFFERED TO CONTINUE IT FREE OF EXPENSE. 

Eipd Sir, I've read yonr paper through, 

And, ikith, to me 'twas really new ! 

How guessed ye, sir, what maisi I wanted ! 

This mony a day I've graned and gaunted, yawned 

To ken wbat French mischief was brewin'. 

Or what the dmmlie Dutch were doin' ; mnddf 

That vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph, 

If Yenoa yet had got his nose off; 

Or how the collieshangie works ooskeiitfi» 

Atween the Bussians and the Turks; 

Or if the Swede, before he halt, 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt :» 

H Denmark, anybody spak 6 't ; 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o't ; leaae 

How cut-throat Prussian blades Were hingin'; 

How libbet Italy was singin' ; 

> See a oomnnmioation of Mr Daiael Stuart, regarding some allegatloiis of Mir 
€k>leridge, QmOeman** miffaeine, July 1838. 

« Gustavus III. had attracted considerable notice in 1789 by his vigorous measures 
against Rnwia, and the arrest of many of his nobility inrho disapproved of his 

""^nflT. F 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



122 UFK AND WORK6 OV BURNS* 

If Spattiard, Poriagaese, or Swiss, 

Were sayin' or takin' aught amiss : 

Or how our merry lads at hame, 

In Britain's court, kept up the game : 

•How Royal Qeorge, the Lord leuk o'er him ! 

Was managing St Stephen's quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was livin', smooth 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; tlioa^tleM tuk 

How Daddie Burke the plea was cookis', 

If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin' ; 

How cesses, stents, and fees were raxed. 

Or if bare yet were taxed ; 

The news o' princes, dukes, and earls, 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls ; 
If that daft buckie, Geordie Wales, 
Was threshin' still at hizzies' tails ; 
Or if he was grown oughtlins donser, lobeier 

' And no a perfect kintracooser. • 
A' this and mair I never heard of, 
And but for you I might despaired of. 
So gratefu', back your news I send yon. 
And pr&y, a' guid things may attend you t 
BLMBhAXit, Mondajf nwminff, 1790* 

After all, from whatever 'cause, the gratuitous newspaper did 
not Qome very regularly, as appears from a subsequent note of 
remonstrance sent by the bard to headquarters : — 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 

We poor sons of metre 
Are often negleckit, ye ken ; 

For instance, your sheet, man, 

(Though glad I 'm to see 't man), 
I get it no ae day in ten.— R. B. 

Mr Cunningham of Edinburgh, ever a zealous friend of Bums, 
had written to him as follows : — 

28(/i January 1790. 
In some instances it is reckoned unpardonable to quote any one's 
own words ; but the value I have for your friendship nothing can 
more truly or more elegantly express than 

' TivoA but the impression stronger makes. 
As streams their channels deeper wear.' 

Having written to you twice without having heard from you, I «m 
Itpt to think my letters have miscarried. My conjecture is only 
fi-amed upon the chapter of accidents turning up against me, as it 
too often docs in the trivial, and I may with truth add, the more 
important affairs of life; but I shall continue occasionally to in£(niii 
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jOn what 18 goings on among tiie circle of your friends in these parts. 
In these days of merriment I have frequently heard your name 
prockUmed at the jovial board, under the roof of our hospitable 
fiiend at Stenhouse MiUs ; there were no 

' Lingering moments numbered with care.* 

I saw your Address to the Hew- Year in the 'Dumfries Journal/ Of 
your productions I shall say nothing ; but my acquaintances allege 
that when your name is mentioned — which every man of celebrity 
must know often happens — I am the champion, the Mendoza, against 
all snarling critics and narrow-minded reptiles, of whom a few on 
this planet do crawl. 

With best compliments to your wife and her black-eyed sister, I 
remain yours, &c. 

Boms sent an answer as soon as his now pressing engagements 
permitted. 

TO MR CUNIONOHAM. 

Ellislano* ISlh FebrUarp 1790. 
I BEG your pardon, my dear and much-valued friend, for writing 
to you on this very unfashi<mable, unsightly sheet. 

* My poverty but not my will consents.' 

But to make amends, since of modish post I have none, except one 
poor widowed half-sheet of gilt, which lies in my drawer, among my 
plebeian foolscap pages, like the widow of a man of fashion whom 
that impolite scoundrel. Necessity, has driven from Bur^ndy and 
Pine-apple to a dish of Bohea with the scandal-bearing helpmate of 
a village priest ; or a glass of whisky-toddy with a ruby-nosed yoke- 
fellow of a foot- padding exciseman — I make a vow to enclose Uiis 
sheetful of epistolary fragments in that my only scrap of gilt-pi^r. 

I am indeed your unworthy debtor for three friendly letters. I 
ought to have written to you long ere now ; but it is a literal fact, I 
have scarcely a spare moment. It is not that I vnU not write 
to you : Miss Burnet is not more dear to her guardian angel, nor 
his Qrace the Duke of Queensberry to the powers of darkness^ 
than my friend Cunningham to me. It is not that I cannot write to 
you ; should you doubt it, take the following fragment, which was 
intended for you some time ago, and be convinced that I can anti- 
ffienze sentiment and circumvoltUe periods as well as any coiner of 
I^irase in the regions of philology. 

Decanber 1799. 
My PEAK Cunningham — Where are you? And what are yon 
doing! Can you be that son of levity who takes up a friendship as 
he takes up a fashion ? or are you, like some other of the worthiest 
fellows in the world, the victim of indolence, laden with fetters of 
eTer^m^eaBhig wei^tt 
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What strange beings we are ! Since we Ymve a potiion of cmi 
flcious existence, equally capable of enjoying pleasure, happiness^ 
and raptnre, or of sufiering pain, wretdiediiess, aftd mis^ry*-4t is 
surely worthy of an inquiry, whe^er there be not so^ « thing as % 
science of life ; whether method, economy, and fertility of expedients 
be not applicable to enjoyment ; and whether there be not a want 
of dexterity in pleasure which renders our little scantling of happi- 
ness still less; and a profuseness, an intoxication in bliss, which 
leads to satiety, disgust, and self-abhorrence. There is not a doubt 
but that health, talents, character, decent competency, respectable 
friends, are real, substantial blessings ; and yet do we not daily see 
those who enjoy many or all of these good things, contrive, notwith- 
standing, to be as unhappy as others to whose lot few of them have 
fallen? I believe one great sonrce of this mistake or misconduct is 
owing to a certain stimulus, with us called ambition, which goads 
us up the hill of life — no,t as we ascend other eminences, for the 
laudable curiosity of viewing im extended landscape — but rather for 
the dishonest pride of looking down on others of our fellow-creatures 
seemingly diminutive in hnmlder stations, &o. &c. 

Sunday, 14^ February 1790. 
God help me I I am now obb'ged to join 

* Night to day, and Sunday to the week.* 

if there be any truth in the orthodox faith of these churches, I 

am past redemption, and, what is worse, to all eternity. 

I am deeply read in BostorCa Fourfold State, MarsliaU on Sanctifi- 
catiofit GtUhrie^s Trial of a Saving Intereaty &c. ; but * there is no 
balm in Gilead, there is no physician there ' for me ; so I shall-e'en 
turn Arminian, and trust to < sincere though imperfect obedience.' 

Tuesday, 16M. 

LtJCKlLT for me, I was prevented from the discmnion of the knotty 
point at which I had just made a full stop. All my fears and cares 
are of this world : if there is another, an honest man has nothing to 
fear from it. I hate a man that wishes to be a deist ; but I fear^ 
every fair, unprejudiced inquirer* must in some degree be a sceptic. 
It is not that there are any very staggering ailments against the 
immortality of man ; but, like electricity, phlogiston, &c. the subject 
is so involved in darkness that we want data to go upon. One thing 
frightens me much : that we are to live for ever seems <oo good 
news to be trae. That we are to enter into a new scene of existence, 
where, exempt from want and pain, we shall enjoy ourselves and our 
friends without satiety or separation— how much should I be indebted 
to any one who could fully assure me that this was certain 1 

My time is once more expired. I will write to Mr Cleghom soon. 
God bless him and all his coneems ! And may all the powers that 
preside over conviviality and fkiendship be present with all their 
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k&ades^ iaflueiice i^hen the bearer of tlus, Mr Sjrme^ and yoa meet 1 
I wish I could also make one. 

iJ^BaUy, brethren, iarew^ ! Whatsoever things are lovely, -what- 
•oever thbigs are gentle, whatsoever things are charitable, whatsoever 
tiiiBgBarei^d,^^nkon these things, and think on B.B. 



TO MB PBTBR HILL. 

Er<Li8LAHB, id March 1790. 

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friendly Society, it was resolved 
to augment their library by the following books, which you are to 
send us as soon as possible: — 7^ Mirror, The Lounger^ Man qf 
Feeling^ Mem of the World (these, for my own sake, I wish to have 
by the first carrier); Kiwafs History of the Reformation; £ae*s 
Sistory of the Rebellion in 1715 ; any good History of the Rebellion in 
1745 ; A DispUsy of the Secession Act and Testimony, by Mr Gib ; 
Herveifs Meditations ; Beveridg^s Thoughts; mud another copy of 
Watsc^s Body qflHvini^ This last heavy performance is so mndi 
admired by many of our members, that they will not be content with 
one copy. 

I wrote to Mr A. Masterton three or four months ago, to pay some 
money he owed me into your hands, and lately I wrote to you to the 
same purpose, but I have heard from neither one nor other of you. 

In addition to the books I commissioned in my last, I want very 
much An Index to the Excise Laws; or an Abridgment of all the 
Statutes now in force Relative to the Excise : by Jellinger Symons. I . 
want three copies of this book : if it is now to be had, cheap or dear, 
get it fof me. An honest country neighbour of mine wants, too, a 
Family Bible — the larger the better, but second-handed, for he does 
not choose to give above ten shillings for the book. I want likewise 
for myself as you can pick them np, second-handed or cheap copies 
of Otway's dramatic works, Ben Jonson's, Dryden's, Congreve's^ 
Wycherley's, Vanbrugh's, Gibber's, or any dramatic works of the 
more modem Macklin, Garrick, Foote, Colman, or Sheridan. A 
good copy, too, of Moli^re in French I much want. Any other good 
dramatic authors in that language I want aJso ; but comic authors 
chiefly, though I should wish to have Racine, Comeille, and Voltaire 
too. I am in no hurry for all or any of these, but if you acci4entalljr 
meet with them very cheap, get them for me. 

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, how do you do, my 
dear friend ? — and how is Mrs Hill I I trust, if now and then not so 
elegandy handsome, at least as amiable, and sings as divinely as ever. 
My good wife too has a charming < wood-note wild;' now, could we 
four get anyway snugly together in a comer of the New Jerasalem 
(remember I bespeak your c<mipany there), you and I, though 
Heaven knows we are no singers^ &c. 

I am out of all patience with this vile world for one thing. Man- 
kind are by nature benevolent creatures, exc^t in a few scoundrelly 
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instimoeB. I do not think tbafc avarice of the good thhigs w€ dianoe tor 
have is bom with us ; but we are placed here amid so mudi nakedneee^ 
and hanger, and povei^y, and want, that we are under a cursed neces- 
sity of studying selfishness in order that we may exist 1 Sdll t^re 
are in every age a few souls that all the wants and woes of life ciuuiot 
debase to selfishness, or even to the necessary alloy of caution and 
prudence. If ever I am in danger of vanity, it is when I contemplate 
myself on this side of iny dii^osition and character. Qod knows, I 
am no saint — I have a whole host of fellies and sins to answer for ; 
but if I could, and I believe I do it as Seu* as I can, I would wipe 
away all tears from all eyes. Even the knaves who have injured me, 
I. would oblige them; though, to tell the truth, it would be more out of 
vengeance, to shew them that I was independent of and above them, 
than out of the overflowings of my benevolence. Adieu ! 

B.B. 

Whatever may be thought of Bums's letters, it is certainly in 
them that we get the most intimate and penetrating glances at his 
own nature. Some passages in the above epistle, for instance, 
are like the lightning -flash on a dark »id turbid sea. He feels so 
intensely the hateful character of worldly selfishness, that he can- 
not help priding himself on his want of the alloy of caution and 
prudence. His sense of sin is strongly pressed on his mind, but 
it is lightened by the consciousness of a boundless philanthropy. 
And yet, too, he would only benefit the knaves of the earth to 
shew his sense of superiority over them, thus inflicting upon them 
the vengeance of a humiliation. To such men as Hill, who, like him- 
self, could use some licence in thought and speech, he is frank in 
the strain of comment and the selection of terms. It is curious 
to see how, in his communications to the refined Mid pious Mrs 
Dunlop, the caution and prudence which he disclaimed, or at least 
the tact of a man of the world, exercised some restrictive influence 
over his pen. Thus it is that in a single page, we have the poet 
almost unconsciously revealing his pride with his benevolence, 
his abjuration of and his bondage to prudence. The ensuing 
letter is remarkable for the confession it contains, that he felt high 
endowments to be a disqualification for the common struggles of 
the world: — 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellislaxd, lOth April 1790. 
I HAVE just now, my ever-honoured friend, enjoyed a very high 
luxury, in reading a paper of the Lounger^ You know my natiomd 
prejudices. I had often read and admired the Spectator^ Adventurer^ 
HamMeTf and World; but still with a certain regret that they were 
so thoroughly and entirely English. Alas I have I often said to 
myself, what are all the boasted advantages which my country reaps 



Digitized by Google 



LBTTEB TO MRS VJjmjOV. 127 

frem the XJi^oa tli«i can coani^balanee the anaftnlaiion of her 
iBdependenc%and even her very name ! I often repeat that conplei 
of my fi^YOurite poet, Goldsmith t 

— — * states of native liberty possest, 
TlM>agh very poor, may yet be very Meet.' 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common terms English ambas- 
sador, English courty &c. ; and I am out of all patience to see that 
equivocal character, Hastings, impeached by ' the Commons of Eng- 
land.' Tell me, my Mend, is this weak prejudice ? I believe in my 
conscience such ideas as * My country ; her independence ; her 
honour ; the illustrious names that mark the history of my native 
land,' &c. — ^I believe these, among your men o/tJie world — men who, in 
fact, guide for the most part and govern our world — ^are looked on aa 
so many modifications of wrong-headedness. They know the use of 
bawling out such terms, to rouse or lead the rabble ; but for their 
own private use, with almost all the able statesmen that ever existed 
or now exist, when they talk of right and wrong they only mean 
proper and improper ; and their measure of conduct is not what they 
OUGHT, but what they dare. For the truth of this I shall not 
ransack the history of nations, but appeal to one of the ablest judges 
of men that ever lived — the celebrated Earl of Chesterfield. In 
fact, a man who could thoroughly control his vices whenever they 
interfered with his interests, and who could completely put on the 
appearance of every virtue as often as it suited his purposes, is, on 
the Stanhopian plan, the perfect man ; a man to lead nations. Bat 
are great abilities, complete without a flaw, and polished without % 
blemish, the standard of human excellence ? This is certainly the 
stanch opinion of men of the world ; but I call on honour, virtue, 
and worth to give the Stygian doctrine a loud negative ! However, 
this must be allowed — ^that if you abstract from man the idea of an 
existence beyond the grave, tfien the true measure of human con- 
duct is, proper and improper; virtue and vice, as cUspositions of the 
heatrt are in that case of scarcely the same import and value to the 
^orld at large as harmony and discord in the modifications of sound ; 
and a delicate sense of honour, like a nice ear for music, though it 
may sometimes give the possessor an ecstasy unknown to the coarser 
oi^ns of the herd, yet, considering the harsh gratings and inhar- 
monic jars in this Ul-tuned state of being, it is odds but the indivi- 
dual would be as happy, and certainly would be as much respected 
by the true judges of society as it would then stand, without either m 
good ear or a good heart. 

You must loiow I have just met with the Mirror and Lotmger for 
the first time, and I am quite in raptures with them ; I should be 
glad to'have your opinion of some of the papers. The one I have 
just read, Lounger^ No. 61, has cost me more honest tears Uian any- 
thing I have read of a long time.^ Mackenzie haS been called ihB 

1 This paper relates to attachmenta between servants and masters, and oonoludet 
i^th the stoiy of Albert Bane. 
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Addiioii of iSie Seots^ and, in my opmion, Addimm would not be Iniri 

at the comparisoQ. If he has not Addison's exquisilp hmnoor, he 
as certainly outdoes him in the tender and Uie pathetic. His Afcm 
of Feeling — ^but I am not counsel-learned in the laws of criticism — I 
estimate as the first performance in its kind I ever saw. From what 
hook, moral or even pious, will the susceptible young mind receive 
impressions more congenial to humanity and kindness, generosity 
and benevolence— in short, more of all that ennobles the soul to 
herself, or endears her to others — than from the simple, affecting talo 
of poor Harley ? 

Still, with all my admiration of Mackenzie's writings, I do not 
know if they are the fittest reading for a young man who is about to 
set out, as the phrase is, to make lus way into life. Do not you think, ' 
madam, that among the few favoured of Heaven in the stmcturo 
of their minds — for such there certainly are — there may be a purity, 
a t^idemess, a dignity, an elegance of soul, which are of no use, nay, 
in some degree absolately disqualifying, for the truly important busi- 
ness of mi^dng a man's way into life ! If I am not much mistaken, 
my gallant young friend A******iis very much under these 
disqualifications; and for the young females of a family I could 
mention, well may they excite parental solicitude, for I, a common 
acquaintance, or, as my vanity will have it, a humble friend, have 
often trembled for a turn of mind which may render them eminently 
happy or peculiarly miserable ! 

I have been manufacturing some verses lately; but as I have got 
the most hurried season of Excise business over, I hope to have 
more leisure to transcribe anything that may shew how much I have 
the honour to be, madam, yours, &c. B. B 



TO BR MOOBB. 

DcMritiss, Bzcf tB>OFneB, I4A Jidjf ITNL 
8t]^— Coming into town this morning to attend my duty in this 
effice^ it being coUeotion-day, I met with a gentleman who tdls me 
he IB on his way to London ; so I take the opportunity of writing to 
yon, as franking is at present under a temporary death. I shall fa^ve 
some snatches of leisure through the day amid our horrid business 
sad bustle, and I shall improve them as well as I can ; but let my 
letter be as sti^id as *****, as misceUaneous as a newspi^r, as 
short as a hungry grace-before-meat, w as long as a law-paper in the 
Douglas cause; as ill -spelt as country Jolm's billet-doux, or as 
imsigfatly a scrawl as Betty Byre- Mucker's answer to it ; I hope, 
oonsidering circumstances, you will forgive it ; and as it will put you 
to no expense of postage, I shall have &e less reflection about it. 

I am sadly ungrateful in not returning you my thanks for yomr 
most valuable present, Zeluco. In fact, you are in some degree 

1 Fiobalkly Anthony, a Bonof Hn Dunlop, Is Yam meant 
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blameable for my neglect. Ton were pleased to expresa a wish for 
mj opinion of Uie work, which so flattered me, that nothing less 
would serve my overweening fEmcy than a formal criticism on the 
book. In fact, I have gravely planned a comparative view of yon, 
Fielding, Richardson, and Smollett, in your different qualities 
and merits as novel-writers. This, I own, betrays my ridiculous 
vanity, and I may probably never bring the business to bear ; but I 
am fond of the spirit young EUhn shews in the book of Job : * And 
I said, I will also declare my opinion.* I have quite disfigured my 
copy of the book with my annotations. I never take it up without 
at the same time taking my pencil, and marking with asterisms, 
parentheses, &c. wherever I meet with an original thought, a nervous 
remark on Ufe and manners, a remarkable, well-turned period, or a 
character sketched with uncommon precision. 

Though I should hardly think of fairly writing out my * Comparative 
View,' Ishall certainly trouble you with my remarks, such as they are. 

I have just received from my gentleman that horrid summons in 
the book of Revelation—' That time shall be no more P 

The little collection of sonnets have some charming poetry in 
them. If indeed I am indebted to the fair author for the book,i and 
not, as I rather suspect, to a celebrated author of the other sex, I 
should certainly have written to the lady, with my grateful acknow- 
ledgments, and my own ideas of the comparative excellence of her 
pieces. I would do this last, not from any vanity of thinking that 
my remarks could be of much consequence to Mrs Smith, but 
merely from my own feelings as an author, doing as I would be 
done by. R. B. 

The canvass for the Dumfries burghs had been proceeding with 
excessive vigour all this spring, and when the election at length 
took place in July, the agitation and fervour of the public mind 
in the district exceeded everything of the kind previously known. 
, The influence of the Duke of Queensberry on the Whig side 
proved too much for the merits of excellent * Westerhall,' and the 
dismissal of his Grace from the bed-chamber was revenged on 
Pitt by the return of Captain Miller. In a Spirited verse-epistle 
on the subject, addressed to his friend Mr Graham, Bums still 
shews, under an affected impartiality, his Tory and even cavalier 
leanings. 

EPISTLE TO MR CMtAHAM OF FDfTRT. 

Fintry, my stay in worldly strife. 
Friend o' my Muse, friend o' my life. 

Are ye as idle*s I am! 
Come then, wi' uncouth, kintra fleg, raguty 

O'er Pegasus I'll fling my leg, 

And ye shall see me try him. 

> Thii book was the Sonnets of Charlotte Smith 
F* 
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I'll sing the zeal Drumlanrigi bears, 
Who lefk the all-important cares 

Of princes and their darlings ; 
Andy bent on winning borough towns, 
Came shaking hands wi' wabster loons, 

And kissing barefit carlins. women 

Combustion through our boroughs rode, 
Whistl'mg his roaring pack abroJAd, 

Of mad, unmuzzled lions ; 
As Queensberry buff and blue^ unfurled, 
And Westerha' and Hopetoun^ hurled 

To every Whig defiance. 

But Queensberry, cauUous, left the war. 
The unmanner^ dust might soil his star. 

Besides, he hated bleeding ; 
But left behind him heroes brighiy 
Heroes in Csesarean fight 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 

O for a throat like huge Mons-Meg,'^ 
To muster o'er each ardent Whig 

Beneath Drumlanrig's banners ; 
Heroes and heroines conmiiz 
All in the field of politics, 

To win inunoj^ honours. 

M*Murdo* and his lovely spouse 

(Th' enamoured laurels kiss her brows) 

Led on the loves and graces; 
She won each gaping burgess* heart, 
While he, all-conquering, played his part^ 

Among their wives and lasses. 

Craigdarrodi^ led a light-armed corps; 
Tropes, meti^hors, and figures pour, 

"Like Hecla streaming thunder; 
Glenriddel,7 skilled in rusty coins, 
Blew up each Tor3r's dark demgn% 

And bared the treason under, 

1 The Duke of Queensberry. Bonis, for metre's sake, uses his GxBoe's second 
title. 

' The Ifyery of Mr Fox. > The Earl of Hopetoun. 

^ A piece of ordnance of extraordinary stmcture and magnitude, founded in the 
reign of James lY. of Scotland, about the end of the fifteenth century, and whicdi 
is still exhibited, though in an infirm state, in Edinburgh Castle. The diameter of 
the bore is twenty inches. 

ft The duke's chamberlain, a fHend of Bums. 

Mr Fergngson of Craigdarroch j the victor of the Whistle-contest. 

7 Captain Riddel of GlenriddeL 
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In either wing two diampions fonght, 
Bedoubted Staig^^ who set at nought 

The wildest savage Tory, 
And Welshy^ who ne'er yet flinched his gronnd, 
, High waved his magnnm bonom round 

With Cyclopean fury. 

Miller 3 brought up the artillery ranks. 
The many-pounders of the Banks^ ' 

Resistless desolatioi^; 
While Maxwelton,^ that baron bold. 
Hid Lawson*s port entrenched his hold. 

And threatened worse damnation. 

To these, what Tory hosts opposed ; 
With these, what Tory warriors closed, 

Surpasses my descriving: 
Squadrons extended long and large, 
With furious speed rushed to the charge^ 

Like raging devils driving. 

What verse can sing, what prose narrate, 
The butcher deeds of bloody fate 

Amid this mighty tulzie I oonflioe 

Grim Horror grinned ; pale Terror roared, 
As Murther at his thrapple shored ; threatentd 

And hell mixt in Uie bru^e I broQ 

As Highland crags, by thunder clefl, 

When lightnings fire the stormy lifl, firmanunt 

Huii down wi* crashing rattle ; 
As flames amang a hundred woods ; 
As headlong foam a hundred floods ; 

Such is the rage of battle. 

The stubborn Tories dare to die ; 
As soon the rooted oaks would fly. 

Before th' approaching fellers ; 
The Whigs come on like Ocean's roar. 
When all his wintry billows pour 

Against the Buchan BuUers.^ 

1 ProTott of Dumfries. 

* The 8heriff(^ the county. 

> Mr MiUer of Dalawinton, father of the candidate. He had been a banker. 

* Sir Robert Lawrie, M.P. for the county. 

» Tlie * Bullers of Buchan ' ia an appellation given to a tremendoof rocky reoe« 
on the Aberdeenahire coast, near Peterhead— having an opening to the aea, while 
^e top ia open. The sea, constantly nigSHg in it, ^vee it the appearance of a pot 
or boiler, and hence the name. 
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JiOf from the shades of DeaUi's deep night. 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fi^t» 

And think on former daring ! 
The muffled murtherer of Charles ^ 
The Magna-Charta flag nnfiirl% 

All deadly |^es its bearing. 

K<Hr wanting ghosts of Tory fame ; 

Bold Scrimgeonr^ follows gallant Grahame^-* 

Auld Covenanters shiyer— 
(Forgive, forgive, mnch-wronged Montrose I 
While death and hell engulf thy foes, 
Thou liv'st on high for ever !) 

Still o'er the field the oombat bums ; 
The Tories^ Whigs, give way by turns ; ' 

But fate.the word has q>okeii— 
For woman's wit, oir strength of man, 
Alas! can do but what they oaa — 

The Tory ranks are to^en. 

O that my een were flowing bums ! 
My^ voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cub's undoing ! 
That I nught greet, that I might cry. 
While Tories fall, while Tories fly, 

And furious Whigs pursuing I 

What Whig but wails the good Sir James ; 
Dear to his country by the names 

Friend, Patron, Benefactor ! 
Kot Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney save I 
And Hopetoun falls, the generous, brave ! 

And Stuart bold as Hector ! 

Thou, Pitt, shall me this overthrow, 
And Thurlow growl a curse of wo, 

And Melville melt in wailing ! 
ISTow Fox and Sheridan, rejoice ! 
And Burke shall sing : * O prince, arise! 

Thy power is all-prev:dling 1 ' 

For your poor friend, the Bard afo, 
He hears, and mUy hears the war, 

A cool i^iectiUor purely ; 
So when the storm the forest rends^ 
The robin in the hedge descends^ 
■ And sober chirps securely. 

1 The madctd ezecvtioiier of CbarlM L 

* John, Bail of Dundee, noted for hii sealaadioiMngitathecMMtif ti^Btmrti 
during tke time of the CoamuawMlUi. / 

• The gnmt Marquia of Moatraet. 
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TO MB If UBDOCH, TEACHER OF FRENCH, LONDON. 

Elcxblan o, I6ih J%ay 179a 
Mr BEAR SuEt — I received a letter from yea a long time ago, but 
tmfortmiately, as it was in the time of mj peregrinations and 
Joumeyings through Scotland, I mislaid or lost it, and by consequence 
your direction along with it. Luckily^ my good star brought me 
acquainted "with Mr Kennedy, who, I understand, is an acquaintance 
of yours ; and by his means and mediation I hope to replace that 
link which my unfortunate negligence had so unluckily broke in the 
chain of our correspondence. I was the more vexed at the vile 
accident, as my brother William, a journeyman saddler, has been for 
some time in London, and wished above all things for your direction^ 
that he might have paid his respects to his father's friend. 

His last address he sent to me was, < Wm. Bums, at Mr Barber's, 
saddler, No. 181 Strand.' I writ him by Mr Kennedy, but neglected 
to ask him for your address ; so, if you find a spare half minute, 
]dease le^ my brother know by a card where and when he will find 
you, and the poor fellow will joyfully wait on yon, as one of the few 
surviving friends of the man whose name, and Ohristiaxi name too^ 
he has ^ honour to bear. 

The next letter I write you shall be a long one. I have much to 
tell you of < hairbreadUi 'sci^[>es in th' imminent deadly breach,' with 
all the eventful history of a life, the early years of which owed so 
much to your kind tutorage ; but this at an hour of leisure. My 
kindest compliments to Mrs Murdoch and &mily. I am ever, my 
dear sir, your obliged friend, B. B.^ 

1 ' This letter was eommimicftted to the editor [Cromek] by & gtntlemao, to 
whote liberal advice and information he is much indebted— Mr John Murdoch, tiie 
tutor of the poet— accompanied by the following interesting note:— 

** London, Habt Strxxt, Bloohsbvry, S8(A Dec. 1807. 

BsAR Sir— The following letter, which I lately found among my papers, I copy 
for your p«nisal, partly because it is Bums's, partly because it makes honourable 
mention of my rational Christian friend, his father; and likewise because it is 
rather flattering to myselt I glory in no one thing so much as an intimacy with 
good men— the friendship of others reflects no honour. When I reccdlect the 
pleasure— and I Irape benefit— I receired from the conreraation of Wi lliam Bitrns, 
especially when on the Lord's Day we walked t(^ether for about two miles to the 
house of prayer, there publicly to vAote and praise the Giver of all good, I entertain 
an ardent ha<^ that together we {duOl * renew the glorious theme in distimt worlds,' 
'With powers more adequate to the mighty subject— thk bxubkrant bbnkfickncb 
or THB ORBAT Crbator. But to the letter -.--iHere/oUowt the letter relative to younff 
WiUiam Bums.^ 

I promised myself a deal of happiness in the conversatioB of my dear young friend ; 
b^st my promises of this nature generally inwre f&llaolous. Two visits were the 
utmost that I received. At one of than, howeverr he repeated a lesson whii^ I had 
given bim about twent>' years before, when he was a mere child, concerning the 
pity and tenderness due to animals. To that lesson, whidbi it seems was brought to 
ih» level cA Ms capacity, he declared himself indebted far almost all the philanthropy 
be possessed. 

Let not parents and teachers imagine that it is needless to talk seriously to 
^lildxen. lliey are soonor fit to be reasimed witii than is generalty tiiought. Strong 
and indaliUe in^Kressions are to be made before the mind be agitated and suflOed 
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TO MR M*Bn7RD0. 

Ellisland, 2d August 1790. 
Sir — Now that you are over with the sirens of Flattery, the 
harpies of Corraption, and the furies of Ambition — ^ese infernal 
deities that on aU sides, and in all parties, preside over the villanoui 
business of politics— permit a rustic Muse of your acquaintance to 
do her best to soothe you with a song. 

Tou knew Henderson — I have not flattered his memory* I have 
the honour to be, sir, your obliged, humble servant, B. B. 

Bums here alludes to an elegy he had composed upon an 
Edinburgh friend not as yet noticed. Matthew Henderson 
appears to have been a* man about town,' a kind -hearted, life- 
enjoying person, of agreeable manners and upright character. 
Allan Cunningham states, on the authority of Sir Thomas 
Wallace, who is represented as having known him, ' that he dined 
regularly at Fortune^s Tavern, and was a member of the Capillaire 
Qub, which was composed of all who inclined to be witty and 
joyous.* Thwe is a sad want of documentary or contemporary 
evidence i(t>out him ; I have searched the obituaries in vain for 
his death. Hence there might abnost be a justifiable doubt of his 
having ever existed. His reality is, however, beyond a doubt. 
A private letter written in Edinburgh in February 1787, besides 
alluding to Bums as the lion of the day, speaks of several gentle- 
men who had l)een spoken of as fit to undertake the Mastership 
of Ceremonies at the Assemblies. * I heard of two or three people 
as being mentioned by others, who never, I daresay, thought of it 
for themselves — ^as, for instance, Haggart and Matthew Henderson. 
Would Matthew leave his friend and bottle to go bow at an 
Assembly?*^ Thb reveals not merely his existence, but his 
character. He had been one of Bums's good-fellow friends during 
the time he spent in Edinburgh, and he appears as a subscriber 
for four copies of the second edition of our bard's poems — not, 
however, as Captain Matthew Henderson — but as * Matthew 
Henderson, Esq.,' the ^ Captain ' being, we understand, a mere 
pet -name for the man among his friends, adopted most likely 
from the position he held in some convivial society. Bums 
speaks of the poem as ' a tribute to the memory of a man I loved 
much.' 

by the numerous train of distraeting cares and unruly passions, wheretqr it im 
frequently rraidered almost unsusceptible of the principles and precepts of rational 
religion and sound morality. * 

But I find myself digressing again. Poor William ! then in the bloom and 
vigour of youth, caught a putrid fever, and in a few days» as real chief mourner, I 
follcwed his remain^ to the land of fbrgetbilness. John Murbocb.* 

— Chomkk. 

1 The letter is printed entire in the ScatUsh Joumat, Dec 11, 1847. T. O. SCcnpen- 
son, Bdinbnr^ 
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ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

A •aNTLSMAX WHO HBLD THS PATBNt FOR HIS HONOURS IMMSOIATSLY WROU 
ALMIGRTY OOD. 

' Should the poor he flattered ? '— SHAKSPSAk 

Bat now his radiant coprse is ran. 

For Matthew's course was bright : 
His aoul was like'the glorious sun, 

A matchless, heavenly light I 

O Death 1 tiiou tyrant fell and bloody I 

The meikle devil wi* a woodie rope 

Hauri thee hame to his black imiddie, 

O'er harchetm hides, hedg^og 

And like stockfish come o'er his studdie 

Wi'thyanldsidesI 

He's gane! he's gane! he's frae us torn, 
The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 
Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel' shall monm 

By wood and wild, ^ 

Where, haply. Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exiled 1 

Te hills ! near neibors o' the stams, 

That proudly cock your cresting cairns I 

Te cliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns, eagles 

Where echo slumbers! 
Come join, ye Nature's sturdiest bairns, 

Hy wailing numbers! 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens ! wood-pigeoA 
Ye hazelly shaws and briery dens I 
Te bumies, wimplin' down your glens, 

Wi* toddlin' din, purling 

Or foaming Strang, wi' hasty stens, leaps 

Frae lin to lin! pool 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lea ; 
Te stately foxgloves fair to see ; 
Te woodbines, hanging bonnilie. 

In scented bowers; 
Te roses on your thorny tree. 

The first o' flowers. 

At dawn, when every grassy blade 
Droops with a diamond at its head, 
At even, when beans their fragrance shed, 

r th' rustling gale, 
Te tti^^kina whiddin through the glade, hares skipping 

Come join my waQ. 
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Honm, ye wee songsters o' the wood; 
Te grouse that crap the heather bud; 
Te curlewv calling through a clud; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood I^ 

He*s gane for ever! 

Mourn, sooty coots, and Speckled teabs, 
Te fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Te duck and drake, wi* airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Te bitterns^ till the quagmire reels, 

Bair for his sake. 



Mourn, clam'ring craiks at close o* day, 
'Mang fields o* flowering clover gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 
Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell thae far warlds, wha lies in clay 
» Wham we deplore. 



lu&d^imHi 



Te houlets, frae your ivy bower. 
In some auld tree or eldritch tower. 
What time the moon, wi* silent glower 

Sets up her horn. 
Wail through the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife mom I 



O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains: 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of wo? 
And frae my een the drapping rains 

Maun ever flow. 



Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year I 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear: 
Thou, Simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flowery tresses shear 

For him that's dead. 



reoeivv 



Thou, Autumn, wi* thy yellow hair. 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, Winter, hurling through the air 

The roaring blast, 
Wide o'er the naked worid declare 

The worth we've lost I 
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Mourn him, thou Son, great Muree of light I 
Mourn, empreos of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling stamies bright^ 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbs he's ta'en his flighty 

Ke'er to return. 

O Henderson! the man — the brother! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ? 
And hast thou crossed that unknown river 

Life's dreary bound ! 
like thee, where shall I find another, 

The world around? 

Go to your sculptured tombs ye great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
But by thy honest turf I'll wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 



THB EPITAPH. 

Stop, pAfisenger ! — ^my story's brie^ 
And truth I shall relate, man ; 

I tell nae common tale o' grief— 
Tot Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hasty 
Yet spumed at Fortune's door, man, 

A look of pity hither cast — 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodger art, 

That passest by this grave, man, 

lliere moulders here a galhint heiurt — 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thoQ on men, their works and ways, 
Canst throw uncommon light, man. 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise—* 
For Matttiew was a Imght man. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca* 

Wad life itself resign, mim. 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa*— 

For Matthew was a kind man. 
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If Uura art silat^ -witiiout a staia, 
Like the unchanging blue, man^ 

This was a kinsman o' thy ain — 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit^ and fun, and fire, 
And ne*er guid wine did fear, man. 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire — 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whjggish whingin' sot, peevish 

To blame poor Matthew dare^ man, 
^ May dool and sorrow be his lot ! 

For Mattiiew was a rare man. 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 

fUhAuguH 1790, 

Dear Madam — After a long day's toil, plague, and care, I sit down 
to write to you. Ask me not why I have delayed it so long I It was 
owing to huny, indolence, and fifty other things ; in short, to any- 
thing but forgetfulness of la plus aimable de son sexe. By the by, 
you are indebted your best courtesy to me for this last compliment^ 
as I pay it from my sincere conviction of its truth — a quality rather 
rare in compliments of these grinning, bowing, scraping times. 

Well, I hope writdng to you will ease a little my troubled aovL 
Sorely has it been braced to-day I A ci-devant friend of mine, and 
an intimate 'acquaintance of yours, has given my feelings a wound 
that I perceive will gangrene dangerously ere it^ cure. He has 
wounded my pride i ♦ ♦ ♦ • R. B. 



TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland, Bth Avgutt 1790. 

FoROiYE me, my once dear, and ever dear fHend, my seeming 
negligence. You cannot sit down and fancy the busy life I lead. 

I laid down my goose-feather to beat my brains for an s^t simile, and 
had some thoughts of a country grannum at a family christening | 
a bride on the market-day before her marriage ; an orthodox clergy- 
man at a Paisley sacrament * * * ; or a tavem-keq[>er at an election 
dinner * * * • but the resemblance that hits my foncy best is, that 
Uackguard miscrcBot, Satan, who, &c. &c. roams about like a roaring 
lion, seeking, searching ^ whom he may devour. However, tossed about 
as I am, if I choose— and who would not choose I — to bind down with. 

1 Searching to apparently used by the bard in a profeMionalaenw; namely, Sataa 
■eartfh e a a ft e r the mannerof a buiy excieeman* 
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i^ erampete of attoatioii the brazen foimdation of integrity^ I maj' 
rear up the superstmetare of independency and from its daring 
turrets bid defiance to the storms of fate. And is not this a * con- 
sommation devouUy to be wished )' 

' Tfay spirit, Independence, let me share ; 
Lord oi the lion-heart and eagto-eye I 
Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare, 
Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky !* 

Are not these noble Tersest Thej are the introduction of 
Smdlett*s Ode to Independence: if 70a have not seen the poem, I 
will send it to yon. How wretched is the man that hangs on by 
the fikvonrs of the great ! To shrink from every dignity of man, at 
the approach of a lordly piece of self-consequence, who, amid all his 
tinsel glitter and stately hauteur, is but a creature formed as thou 
art — and perhaps not so well formed as thou art — came into the 
worid a puling infant as thou didst, and must go out of it as all men 
most — a naked corse. ♦ ♦ * R. B.i 

Certainly no invidious observer could now say of Bums that he 
indulged in a poetic indolence. On the contrary, he was man- 
fully, though perhaps imprudently, attempting to do the work of 
a plurality of men. His farm must of course have required some 
attention, even though nearly the whole of the work was done by 
servants. Then he had to see the interests of the revenue pro- 
tected throughout ten parishes. Over this ground he had to ride 
At an average two hundred miles a week. He, moreover, wrote 
letters and poems, and paid some attention to the moral interests 
of his household. The motive of all this activity was the honour- 
able one of a desire to maintain his family and be * behadden to 
naebody.' Such being the case, it is a great mistake to think of 
Bums ais one enturely deficient in the qualities of a man of the 
world. He was now undoubtedly manifesting several of the 
most important, as diligence, perseverance, and accuracy in 
the details of business.^ It has been stated that his household 

^ * The preceding lett^ explains the feelings under which this was written. The 
strain of indignant inyective goes on some time longer in the style which our bard 
was too apt to indulge, and of which the reader has already seen so much.'— 
CuRRiB. The writing of two letters in one day appears inconsistent with the alleged 
hurry of the poet's life; but the 8th of August 1790 was a Sunday. Therefore the 
exception rather confirms the rule. 

s Bums oertainly disliked the drudgery of common worldly afbirs ; and it is little 
to be wondered at ; but this just increases his merit in undertaking and performing 
the business which it was his lot to have placed "before him. In Colonel Fullerton's 
Vieu of Agriculture in Aprshfre, 1798, there is a compliment to Bums on a purely 
technical matter, which will read strangely to many of his admirers. * In order,* 
says the colonel, * t#prevent the danger arising from homed cattle in studs and straw- 
yards, the beet mode is to out out the budding knob, or root of the horn, while the 
calf is very young. This was suggested to me by Mr Robert Bums, whose general 
taloitsareno less conspicuous than the poetic powers which have done so mueh 
honour to the oounty where he was bom.' ^ 
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WS8 managed la^y, and in a style of minotts indn^eiioe to'WBcdg 
the sefvants;! but, on careful inquiry, I am satisfied that Dt 
Currie is nearer the truth when he speaks of * the uniform 
prudence and good-management of Mrs Bums.' What seems to 
have given rise to the former notion is, that the Ayrshire dietary 
for servants, which Bums naturally carried with him, was more 
liberal than that of Dumfriesshire, and hence appeared to his 
neighbours as somewhat extravagant. No doubt, also, Bums was 
now and then led to spend a few evening hours over the bowl with 
his friends ; but these were perhaps the sole examples of relaxa- 
tion which occurred in his laborious life, and he irould be a Puritan 
indeed who could gmdge them to him. In short, the life of Burns 
at this time was on the whole a respectable life, both in respect of 
the positive qualities of industrious application and punctual dis- 
charge of duty, and the negative one of inoffensiveness towards 
society. Tt shews satisfactorily enough that there was nothing ifi 
Bums himself to prevent him from acting the decent master of a 
bousdic^, and all other conventionalities which the wotid could 
desire. 

A few years ago (1838), there lived on the farai of Enrick, neat 
Gktehouse of Fleet, a respectable working-man named William 
Claik, who had been ploughman to Bums for six months at 
Ellisland. The testunony of an intelligent man of this class, 
when not against his master, may assuredly be Uketk as readily 
AS that of a person higher in the social scale. It was to th« 
following efiEect, as reported by a gentlemsm residing near Kirk' 
imdbright: — 

^ Soon after Bums became tenant of Ellisland, WiUiam Clark 
lived with him as servant during the winter half-year, he thinks, 

of 1789-90 Bums kept two men and two women servants; 

but he in^nriably, when at home, took his meals with his wi^a 
and &mily in the little parlour. Clark thought he -wm as good a 
manager of land as the generality of the farmers in the neighbour- 
hood. The farm of Ellisland was said to be moderately rented, 
and was susceptible of much improvement, had improvement been 
in repute. Bums sometimes visited the neighbouring farmers, 
und they returned the compliment; but that way of spending 
time and exchanging civilities was not so common then as now, 
and, besides, the most of the people thereabouts had no expecta- 
tion that Bums^s conduct and writings would be so much noticed 
afterwards. Bums kept nine or ten milch cows, some young 
cattle, four horses, and sev^al pet sheep : of the latter he was 
very fond. During the winter and spring time, when he was not 

^ IMd of Bums hy Allan Ciiiuiingtaftoi. 
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OBgiged vith liie Exdse boslnesa, he ooeaslimftHy held the plough 
for an hour or so for him (William Clark), and was a &ir work- 
man, though the mode of ploughing now-a-dayfl is much Bup^or 
hi many respects. Daring seed^tivie, Bams might be freqnentlj 
seen, at an early hour, in the fields with his sowing^sheet ; bat ac 
bosiness often required his attention from home, he did iiot sow 
the whole of the grain. He was a kind and indulgent master, 
and spoke £uniliarly to his servants, both in the house and 
out of it, though, if anything put him out of humour, he was 
gey gutder^ome for a wee while : the storm was soon oyer, and 
there was never a word of upeaH afterwards. Clark never saw 
him really angry but once, and it was occasioned by the careless- 
ness of one of the woman-servants who had not cut potatoes small 
enough, which brought one of the cows into danger of being 
choked. His looks, gestures, and voice on that occasion were 
terrible: W. C. was glad to be out of his sight, and when they 
met again Bums was perfectly calm. If any extra work was to 
be done, the men sometimes got a dram; but (Hark had lived 
with masters who were more flvsh in that way to their servants. 
CSark, durii^ the six months he spent at EUisland, nevw once 
saw his master intoxicated or incapable of managing his own 

business Bums, when at home, usually wore a broad blue 

bonnet, a blue or drab long-tailed coat, corduroy breeches, dark* 
blue stoekings, and cooHkens^ and in cold weather a black-and* 
.white-checked plaid wrapped round his shoulders. Mrs Bums 
was a good and prudent housewife, kept everything in neat and 
tidy order, was well IDLcd by the servants, for whom she provided 
abundance of wholesome food. At parting, Bums gave Clark a 
certificate of ch»acter, and, besides paying his wages in full, 
gave him a shilling for tkfainngJ* 

Two documents, conveying some idea of Bums's mode of con- 
duotiog himself in business-arrangements with his inferiors, were 
lately tmmed up in Dumfries. The first is a letter to Mr David 
Newal, writer in that town, who was factor on the Dalswintoa 
estate : it refers to the forming of a drain, which it would appear 
that Bums and his landlord were to pay in common ; and short as 
it is, and relating to a matter so commonplace, the character of 
the writer nevertibeless peq>s out : — 

"D^ Sm — Enclosed is a state of the account between yon and 
me and James Halliday respecting the drain. I have stated it 
at 20d. per rood, as, in fact, even at that, they have not the wages 
they ought to have had, and I cannot for Uie soul of me see a peer 
deidl a loser at my hand. 

Humanity, I hope, aa weU as Charity, will cover a multitude of 
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■ms ; a mantle of whicli— betwe^i you and me — ^I have iome liUle 
fieed. I asoy rar, yomrc^ R.B. 

Enclosed in this letter is am acGOunt in Burns's handwriting 
between himself and D. Halliday, inferring a debit of £10/ ITs. 3d. 
for wag^ and the building of a yard*dike,anda credit of £11, Is. 6d., 
composed of so much in cash, so much in meal and cheese, and 
certain oth^ sums paid for Halliday. This accoimt does not 
i^>pear to be that referred to in the letter to Mr Newal : it seems 
to be merely a memorandum of the state of D. Halliday's wages 
at the Martinmas term. It contains, however, equally character- 
istic matter, {&r the poet ma^ces an error of smnmation to the 
extent of 58. in Halliday^s favour, and overpays him 4s. 3d. besides. 
As to this ' poor devil,' too, he took special care that he ' should 
not be a loser at his hand.' 

His frigid Mr Ramsay of Ochtertyre paid him a visit in the 
course of a tour this summer or autumn, in company with the 
Rev. Mr Stewart of Iaiss. To quote a letter of Mr Ramsay to 
Dr Currie : — 

< Seeing him pass quickly near Closdbum, I said to my compa- 
nion : " That is Bums.'' On coming to the inn the os^r told us 
he would be back in a lew hours to grant permits ; that where he 
met with anything sellable he was no better than any other ganger : 
in everything else that he was perfectly a gentleman. After 
leaving a note to be delivered to him on hil^ return, I proceeded 
to hb house, being curious to see his Jean, &c. I was much 
-pleased with his ttxor Sahma gualk,^ and the poet's modest 
mansion, so unlike the habitation of ordinary rustics. In the 
evening he suddenly bounced in upon us, and said, as he entered : 
" I come, to use the words of Shakspeare, stewed in, Mste" In 
&ct, he had ridden incredibly fast after receiving my note. We 
fell into conversation directly, and soon got into the mare magnum 
of poetry. He told me that he had now gotten a story for a 
drama, which he was to call Bob MacquecharCs Elshon, from a 
popular story of Robert Bruce being defeated on the Water of 
Cairn, when the heel of liis boot having loosened in his flight, he 
Implied to Robert Macquechan to fit it, who, to make sore, ran 
his awl nine inches up the king's heel. We were now going on 
at a great rate, when Mr S[tewart] popped in his head, which put 

I The dMsioftlaasoeiatioM of Mr Raanaay would naturally cany hkiinind on (liif 
occasion to— 

' Qu6d si pudica mulier in partem juvet 
Domum atque dulces Mberos 
{Sabina qtuau, aut peruata soliboi 
Femicia uxor Appuli), &c* 

Hor.r,Od,% 
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a vto^ to crar discourse, which had become yerj interestixi^. Yet 
in a little while it was resumed; and such was the force and 
versatility of the bard*s genius, that he made the tears run d3wn 
Mr S[tewart]*8 cheeks, albeit unused to the poetic strain. * * * 
From that time we met no more, and I was gneved at the reports 
of him afterwards. Poor Bums I we shall hardlj eyer see his 
like again. - He was, in truth, a sort of comet in literature, irre« 
gular in its motions, which did not do good proportioned to the 
blaze of light it displayed.' 

An equally competent observer — ^the late Sir Egerton Brydges — > 
paid a visit to Bums about the same time ; and many years after 
he thus reported his recollections of what passed : — 

' I had always been a great admirer of his genius and of many 
traits in his character; and I was aware that he was a person 
moody and somewhat difficult to deal with. I was resolved to 
keep in full consideration the irritability of his position in society. 
About a mile from his residaice, on a bench, under a tree, I passed 
a figure, which from the engraved portraits of him I did not 
doubt was the poet ; but I did not venture to address him. On 
Mrriving at his humble cottage, Mrs Bums opened the door ; i^e 
was the plain sort of humble woman she has been ^escribed : she 
iifihered me into a neat apartment, and said that she would send 
for Bums, who was gone for a walk. In about half an hour he 
came, and my conjecture proved right : he was the person I had 
seen on the bench by the road-side. At first I was not entirely 
{leased with his countenance. I thought it had a sort of capricious 
jealousy, as if he was half inclined to treat me as an intmder. I 
resolved to bear it, and try if I could humour him. I let him 
choose his tmm of conversation, but said a few words about the 
friend whose letter I had brought to him. It was now about four 
in the afternoon of an autumn day. While we were talking, Mrs 
Bums, as if accustomed to entertain visitors in this way, brought 
in a bottle of Scotch whisky, and set the table. I accepted this 
hospitality. I could not help observing the curious glance with 
which he watched me at the entrance of this signal of homely 
entertainment. He was satisfied ; he filled our glasses: ^ Here's 
a health to auld Caledonia!" The fire sparkled in his eye, and 
mine sympathetically met his. He shook my hand with warmth, 
and we were friends at once. Then he drank " Erin for ever I " 
and the tear of delight burst from his eye* The fountain of his 
mind tmd his heart now opened at once, and flowed with abundant 
force almost till midnight. 

*He .had amazing acuteness of intellect as well as glow of 
sentiment. I do not deny that he said some absurd things, and 
many coarse ones, and that his knowledge was very irregular, and 
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sometimes too presomptaooS) and that he did not endure con- 
tradiction with sufficient patience. His pride, and perhaps his 
Yanity, was even morbid. I carefully avoided topics in which he 
could not take an active part. Of literary gossip he knew nothii^, 
and therefore I kept aloof from it : in the technical parts of 
literature his opinions were crude and uninformed ; but whenever 
he spoke of a great writer whom he had read, his taste was 
generally sound. To a few minor writers he gave more credit 
than they deserved. His great beauty was his manly strength, Nand 
his energy and elevation of thought and feeling. He had always 
a full mind, and all £owed from a genuine spring. I never 
conversed with a man who appeared to be more warmly impressed 
with the beauties of nature: and visions of female beauty and 
tenderness seemed to transport hhn. He did not merely appear 
to be a poet at casual intervals ; but at every moment a poetical 
enthusiasm seemed to b^ in his veins, and he lived all his days 
the inward if not the outward life of a poet. I thought I perceived 
in Bums^s cheek the symptoms of an en^^ which had been 
pushed too hx ; and he hod this feeling himself. Every now and 
then he spoke of the grave as soon about to close over him. His 
dark eye had at first a character of sternness ; but as he became 
warmed, though this did not entirely melt away, it was mingled 
with changes of extreme softness.* ' 

If this was a laborious, it was also a hopeful time with Bums. 
He had only as yet been a twelvemonth in the service of the 
revenue, and already, by the kind interest of Mr Graham, hia 
promotion to a supervisorship, inferring an income of £200 a 
year, was contemplated. So br^ht, indeed, were the prospects of 
the poet, that Nicol affected, or perhi^s scarcely a^cted, to dread 
his forgetting his old friends, as appears from a characteristic 
letter of his to Mr Robert Ainslie, dated August 13, 1790:-— * As 
to Bums, poor folks like you and I must resign all thoughts of 
future correspondence witfi him. To the pride of ap^uded 
genius is now superadded the pride of office. He was lately 
raised to the dignity of an Examiner of Excise, whidi is a step 
preparative to attaini^ that of a mjfervmr. Therefore we etm. 
expect no less than that his language will become perfectly Bbret- 
ticm—*^ odi profianum vulgus et arceo." However, I will see him 
in a fortnight hence ; and if I find that Beelzebub has inflated his 
heart like a bladder with pride, and given it the fullest distension 
that vanity can effect, you and I will bum him in effigy, and write 
a satire, as bitter as gall and wormwood, against government for 
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employing its enemies, like Lord North, to effect its purposes. 
This will be taking sil the revenge in our power.' By rating 
Boms as an enemy of the government, Nicol could only refer to 
his predilection for the cause of the Stuarts. In no other respect 
had Burns as yet become liable even to the suspicion of a hostility 
to the existing powers. 

In the autumn of 1790, Dr James Anderson, an agricultural and 
miscellaneous writer of merit, planned a small periodical work of 
an entertaining and instructive character, to be entitled The Bee, 
It commenced in December of this year, and was continued till 
January 1794, when it formed eighteen duodecimo volumes. Dr 
Anderson appears to have secured the good-natured interest of 
Dr Blacklock in behalf of his undertaking, and the blind poet is 
found in September to have addressed a playful poetical letter to 
BomSy ^treating him to become a contributor : — 

TO MB ROBEBT BURNS. 

EoiHBuaoH, la aepUnriber £1700.1 
How does my dear friend, much I langak^ to hear, 
His fortune, relations, and all that are dear ; 
With love of the Muses so strongly still smitten, 
I meant this epistle in verse to have written ; 
But from age and infirmity indolence flows, 
And this, much I fear, will restore me to prose. 
Anon to my business I wish to proceed, 
Dr Anderson guides and provokes me to speed— 
A man of integrity, genius, and worth. 
Who soon a pCTformance intends to set forth; 
A work miscellaneous, extensive, and free, 
Which wiU weekly appear, by the name of the Be€* 
Of this from himself I enclose you a plan. 
And hope you will give what assistance you can. 
Entangled with business, and haunted with care^ 
In which more or less human nature must share^ 
Some moments of leisure the Muses wiU claim^ 
A sacrifice due to amusement and fame. 
The Bee^ which sucks honey from every gay bloom, 
With some rays of your genius her work may illume ; 
Whilst the flower whence her honey spontai^eously flows. 
As fragrantly smells and as vigorously grows. 

Now with kind gratulations 'tis time to conclude. 
And add, your promotion is here understood; 
Thus free from the servile employ of Excise, sir, 
We hope soon to hear you commence supervisor ; 
You then more at leisure, and free from control, 
May indulge the strong passion that reigns in your souL 
m. G 
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Bat I, feeble I, must to nature g^ve way ; 

Devoted eold death's and longevity's prey ; 

From verses though languid my thoughts must unbend, 

Though still I remain your affectionate friend — 

Thomas Blacklock. 

A fragment of a letter of Boms to Dr Anderson, wHch 
Cromek recovered, evidently refers to this application : — 

TO DR ANDERSON. 

I^iR — I am much indebted to my worthy friend Dr Blackloc^ for 
introducing me to a gentleman of Dr Anderson's celebrity; but 
when you do me the honour to ask my assistance in your proposed 
publication, alas ! sir, you might as well think to chei^en a little 
honesty at the sign of an advocate's wig, or humility under the 
Geneva band. I am a miserable hurried devil, worn to the marrow 
in the friction of holding the noses of the poor publicans to the 
grindstone of the Excise 1 and, like Milton's Satan, for private reasons, 
am forced 

To d»whatyet ihcngh damned I wmld abh^r 

— and, except a couplet or two of honest execration * * * B. B.^ . 

We have already seen a little of the correspondence between 
Bums and his youngest brother William, and of the substantial 
kindness shewn by the former to a youth in a manner thrown upon 
his care by the death of tbeir father. The young man died in 
London in September 1790, and the expense of his last illness and 
funeral appears to have been promptly discharged by the poet, as 
the receipt for it is dated October 8th. 

It chances that some documents, evidencing the promptitude 
and exactness of Bums as a servant of the govemment, have 
been preserved and recently brought to light. The first is a 
petition of T. J., farmer at Mirecleugh, addressed to the 
justices of peace for Dumfriesshire, reclaiming against a fine of 
£5 which Collector Mitchell had imposed on him for ^making 
fifty -four bushels of malt, without entry, notice, or licence.' 
J. stated that he had been in the habit ^f making malt for 
forty years without making entry of his kilja or pond, which he 

^ This little piece of businesB is here for the first tfane put into jnoper order. By 
Dr Carrie the venified epistle of Blaoklock was {mblished nakedly, with the date 
1789. As it is, nevertheless, in the place it should have Dociipied if dated 1790, and 
as December 1790 is the date of the commencement of the Bee^ I have no doubt that 
' 1789 ' is one of the many cfaronoI(^cal enom and misprints of Cnrrie. The frag- 
ment of Bums's letter is printed by Cromek under 1794, and by Allan Cunningham 
is supposed to be addressed to Dr Robert Anderson, the early i>atron of Thomas 
CampbeU, and editor of the British Poett, These editors had al&e fidled to oXmerm 
th» palpaUe ration <tf the one letter to the other. 
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deemed mmecessaiy, because the malting was ahrays ^feeted at 
one operation, and not till notice bad been given to the proper 
officer. With respect to * notice' on this occasion — having 
inquired of Mr Bums which was the best way of sending it to 
him, he had been iofonned that a lettw might be sent to * John 
Kelloch's ' in Thomhill, whence it might be forwarded by post. 
He had brought Mrs Kelloch to swear that such a letter had 
been sent to her by J.'s son for Mr Bums, but had been mislaid. 
He offered to swear that he had sent the notice to Thorahill 
in good time, and had had no intention to de&aud the revenue. 
With respect to *lic«ice,' J. averred that he had only been 
prevented from renewing it as usual this year because Mr Mitchell, 
on his appl3ang for it, had put him off to another time, on the 
score of beiiig too busy at the time to grant it to him. 

In respect of J.'s petition, the justices, Mr Fergusson of Craig- 
darroch, and Captain Riddel, ordered the collector to stop pro- 
ceedings until they should have had an opportunity of inquinx^ 
into the trath of what it set forth. Then came Bums's 



'ANSWERS TO THE PETITION OP T. J. 

' 1. Whether the petitioner has been in use formerly to malt all 
his grain at one operation, is foreign to the purpose : this last 
season he certainly malted his crojg at four or five operations ; 
but be that as it may, Mr J. ought to have known that by 
express act of parliament no malt, however small the quantity, 
can be legally manufactured until previous entry be made in 
writing of all the ponds, bams, floors, &c. so as to be used before 
the grain can be put to steep. In the Excise entry -books for the 
division there is not a syllable of T. J.*s name for a number of 
years bygone. 

- * 2. True it is that Mr Bums, on his first ride, in answer to Mr 
J.'s question anent the conveying of the notices, among other 
-ways pointed out the sending it by post as the most eligible 
method, but at the same time added this express clause, and to 
which Mr Bums is wiHing to make faith : " At the same time, 
remember, Mr J., that the notice is at your risk until it reach 
jne!" Farther, when Mr Bums came to the petitioner's kiln, 
there was a servant belonging to Mr J. plougHing at a very 
considerable distance from the kiln, who left his ploi^ and three 
horses without a driver, and came into the kUn, which Mr B. 
thought was rather a suspicious circumstance, as there was nothing 
extraordinary in an Excise-officer going into a legal malt-floor so 
as to [induce a mui to] leave three horses yoked to a plough in 
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the distant middle of a moor. This servant, on being repeatedly 
questioned by Mr Bums, could not tell when the malt was put to 
steep, when it was taken out, &c. — in short, was determined to 
be entirely ignorant of the afiGsur. By and by, Mr J/s son 
came in, and on being questioned, as to the steeping, taking 
out of the grain, &c. Mr J., junior, referred me to this said 
servant, this ploughman, who, he said, must remember it best, as 
having been the principal actor in the business. The lad Ihen^ 
having gotten his cue, circumstantially recollected all about it. 

* Ail this time, though I was telling the son and servant the 
nature of the premunire they had incurred, though they pleaded 
for mercy keenly, the afiair of the notice having been sent never 
once occurred to them, not even the son, who is said to have been 
the bearer. This was a stroke reserved for, and worthy of the 
gentleman himself. As to Mrs KeUoch^s oath, it proves nothing. 
She did indeed depone to a line beii^ left for me at her house, 
which said line miscarried. It was a sealed letter; she could not 
tell whether it was a malt -notice or not; she could not even 
condescond on the month, nor so much as the season of the year. 
The truth is, T. J. and his family being Seceders, and conse- 
quently commg every Sunday to Thomhill Meeting-house, they 
were a good conveyance for the several maltsters and traders in 
their neighbourhood to transmit to post their notices, permits, &c. 

* But why all this tergiversation? It was pot to the petitioner 
in open court, after a full investigation of the cause: ^* Was he 
willing to sweur that he meant no fraud in the matter? " And 
the justices told him that if he swore he would be assoilzied 
[absolved], otherwise he should be fined; still the petitioner, after 
ten minutes* consideration, found his conscience unequal to the 
task, and deolined the oath. 

*Now, mdeed, he says he is willing to swear: he has been 
exercising his conscience in private, and will perht^s stretch a 
point. But the fact to which he is to swear was equally ^and in 
all parts known to him on that day when he refused to swear as 
to-day: nothing can give him further li^t as to the intention of 
his mind, respecting his meaning or not meaning a fraud in the 
affair. No time can cast furrier Ught on the present resohes cf ^ 
mind; hut time will reconciUy and has reconciled many a man to 
that iniquity which he at first abhcrred,"* 

This is followed by a note of Collector Mitchell, calling for 
confirmation of judgment against J.i A brief, dateless ktter 

» The documents respecting the Mirecleogh proiecaticn, exclusive of the letter 
which followB, were found among the official papers of Mr Kerr, who was clerk <^ 
the peace at the time : they are now in the possession of Mr M*Gowan, architect* 
Dumfries. The answers by Bnrns are in his welMcnowa hand, without signatorv. 
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of Barns to this gentleman evidently refers to the affiur, and 
shews that the poet was far from being assured that the justices 
would decide in favour of the revenue. 



TO COIiLSCTOB MITCHELL. 

Ellislakd lOctob^ IS, 1790.] 
Sir— I shall not fail to wait on Captain Biddel to-night— I wish 
and pray that the goddess of justice herself would appear to-morrow 
among our hon. gentlemen, merely to give them a word in their ear 
that mercy to the thief is injustice to the honest man. For my part, 
I have galloped over my ten parishes these four days, until this 
moment that I am just alighted, or rather that my poor jackass- 
skeleton of a horse has let me down ; for ^e miserable devil has 
been on his knees half a score of times within the last twenty miles^ 
telling me in his own way: ' Behold, am not I thy faithful jade of a 
horse, on which thou hast ridden these many years !' 

In short, sir, I have broke my horse's wind, and almost broke my 
own neck, besides some injuries in a part that shall be nameless, 
owing to a hard-hearted stone of a saddle. I find that every offi^der 
has so many great men to espouse his cause^ that I shall not be 
surprised if I am not^ committed to the stronghdd of the law 
to-morrow for insolence to the dear fHends of the gentlemen of the 
country. I have the honour to be, sir, your obliged and obedient 
humble R. B. 



How the matter ended does not appear. 



TO CRAUFORD TAIT, ESQ., EDINBUROH,' 

ELLitLAiro, IStkOeUbtrVm. 

Bear Sir — Allow me to introduce to yomr aoquaintance the 
bearer, Mr Wm. Buncan, a friend of mine, whom I have long known 
and long loved. His father, whose only son he is, has a decent little 
property in Ayrshire, and has bred the young man to the law, in 
which department he comes up an adventurer to your good town. 
I shall give yon my friend's character in two worda : as to his head, 
he has talents enough, and more than enough, for common life; as 
to his heart, whea nature had kneaded the ^dly clay that composes 
^ Ae said : * I can no more.' 

You, my good sir, were bom under kinder stars ; but your fraternal 
symps^y, I well Imow, can enter into the feelings of the young man 

1 There evidently ahoiild be but one negative in this lentenoo. 
* Bon of Mr Tait, of Harvieston, where Bonu had been fo pleMantly entertained 
OB several ocuuiions in 1787* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



150 LIFE AND WOBKS OP BtJBNS. 

who goes into life with the laudable ambition to do somethii^y'aiid 
to he something among his fellow- creatures, but whom the con^ 
sciousness of fri^idless obscurity presses to the earthy and wounds 
to the soul! 

Even the fairest of his virtues are against him. That mdepoideiit 
spirit, and that ingenuous modesty — qualities ins^MtfiUde from a 
noble mind — are, with the million, circumstances not a little dis- 
qualifying. What pleasure is in the power of the fortonate and the 
happy, by their notice and patronage^ to brighton the countenance 
and g^ the heart of such depreiraed youth! I am not so angry 
with mankind for their deaf economy of the purse : the goods of this 
world cannot be divided without being lessened — but why be a niggard 
of that which bestows bliss on a fellow -creature, yet takes nothing 
from om* own means of enjoyment ! We wrap ourselves up in the 
doak of our own better fortune, and turn away our eyes, lest the 
wants and woes of our brother -mortals should disturb the selfish 
apathy of our souls t 

^ I am the worst hand in the world at asking a favour. That 
indirect address, that insinuating implication, jnrhich, without any 
positive request, plainly expresses your wish, is a talent not' to be 
acquired at a plough-tail. Tell me, then — for you can-^in what 
periphrasis of language, in what circumvolution of phrase, I shall 
envel<^, yet not conceal, this plain story ? — < My dear Mr Tait, my 
friend Mr Duncan, whom I have the pleasure of introducing to you, 
is a young lad of your own profession, and a gentleman of much 
modesty and great worth. Perhaps it may be in your power to 
assist him in the, to him, important consideration of getting a place; 
but at all events, your notice and acquaintance will be a very great 
acquisition to him, and I dare pledge myself that he ifrill never 
disgrace your favour.' 

Tou may possibly be surprised, sir, at such a letter from me ; 'tis, 
I own, in the usual way of calculating these matters, more than oui^ 
acquaintance entitles me to; but my answer is short: Of all the 
men at your time of life whom I knew in Edinburgh, yoi; are the 
most accessible on the side on which I have assailed you. Tou are 
very much idtered, indeed, frcmi what you were when I knew you, if 
p^enerosity point the path you wiU not tread, or humanity call to you 
m vain. 

As to myself--a being to whose interest I believe you are sUU a 
well-wisher — I am here, breathing at all times, thinking sometimes^ 
and rhyming now and then. Every situation haa ite share of the 
cares and pains of life, and my situation, I am persuaded, has a fuU 
ordinary aJlowance of its pleasures and enjo3m[ients. 

My best compliments to your father imd Miss Taii. If yon have 
an opportunity, please remember me in the soleom-leagne-and- 
eovenant of friendship to Mrs Lewis Hay.^ I am a wretoh fw not 
writing her; but I am so hackneyed with self-accusation in that waj 

1 Formerly Miss Margaret Ohalmen. 
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fliat my eonsdenoe lies in my bosem with scarce the sensibility of 
an oyster in its skelL Where is Lady M*Kenzie ! Wherever she ii^ 
Qod bless herl I likewise beg leave to trouble you with compli- 
ments to Mr Wm. Hamilton, Mrs Hamilton and family, and Mrs 
Chalmen^ when yon are in that comitry. Should you meet with 
Miss Nimmoy please remember me kindly to her. R. B. 

On the day when Boms wrote this letter, he received a visit 
from his young friend Robert Ainslie. It was the Mm night, or 
evening for the celebration of harvest -home, and Ainslie fonnd, 
besides a sister of Boms and a sister of Mrs Bums, who were 
ordinary inmates of the hoose, ijuree male and female cousins who 
bad been assisting in the harvest-work, and a few neighbours of 
homely character. *We spent the evening,' » says Ainslie in a 
letter to Mrs M'Lehose, * in the way common on such occasions, of 
dancing, and kissing the lasses at the end of every dance.' The 
guest speaks of Bums's hearty welcome to himself, and of his 
kind attentions to Mrs Bums, but does not seem to have thought 
the m&mge and company worthy of the poet. ' Our friend,' he 
says, * is as ingenious as ever, and seems happy with the situation 
I have described. His mind, however, seems to me to be a great 
mixture of the poet and exciseman. One day he sits down and 
writes a beautiful poem — ^and the next seizes a cargo of tobacco 
from some unfortunate smuggler, or roups out some poor wretdi 
for selling liquors without a licence. From his conversation, he 

seems to be pretty frequently among the great Having 

found that his £uin does not answer, he is about to give it up, 
and depend wholly on the Excise.' ^ 

As if to make up by one great effort for the scant attention he 
had this year given to the Muse, Bums composed in its &11 the 
much -admired poem of Tarn o' Shanter. According to the 
recital of Gilb^ Bums, it originated thus : — ' When my father 
feued his little property near Alio way Kirk, the wall of the church- 
yard had gone to ruin, and cattle had free liberty of pasture in it. 
My father and two or three neighbours joined in an application to 
the town-council of Ayr, who were superiors of the adjoining knd, 
for liberty to rebuild it, and raised by subscription a sum for 
enclosing this ancient cemetery with a wall: hence he came to 
consider it as his burial-place, and we learned that reverence for 
it people generally have for the burial-place of their ancestors. 
My brother was living in EUisland, when Captain Grose, on his 
peregrinaticms through Scotland, stayed some time at Carse House 
in the neighbourhood, with Captam Robert Riddel of Glenriddel, 

1 Original ktter in the poMeiSioa of the late Mr W. C M*LdiOM, grandson ol 
CUrinda. 
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a partictilar tnehd of my brotlier's. The anttqnary and the p0el 
were "unco pack and thick thegither.'' Robert requested of 
Captain Grose, when he should come to AyrshiFe, that he would 
make a drawing of Alloway Kirk, as it was the burial-place of his 
father, where he himself had a sort of claim to lay down his 
bones when they should be no longer serviceable to him; and 
added, by way of encouragement, tliat it was the scene of many a 
goo^ story of witches and apparitions, of which he knew the ' 
captain was very fond. The captain agreed to the request, 
provided the poet would furnish a witch- story, to be printed along 
with it. Tarn o' Shanter was produced on this occasion, and was 
first published in Grose's Antiquities of Scotland J* 

* The poem,' says Mr Lockhart, * was the work of one day ; 
and Mrs Bums well remembers the circumstances. He spent most 
of the day on his favourite walk by the river, where, in the afternoon, 
she joined him with some of her children — [there were then only 
two.] He was busily croonwi^ to himsei, and Mrs Bums, perceiving 
that her presence was an intermption, loitered behind with her 
little ones among the broom. Her attention was presently attracted 
by the strange and wild gesticulations of the bard, who, now at 
some distance, was agonised with an ungovernable access of joy. 
He was reciting very loud, and with the tears rolling down hit 
eheeks, those animated verses which he had just conceived—- 

** Nov Tarn, O Tain I had thae been qneao^ 
A' plmnp and strappin* in their teens ; 
Thek saikB, instead o' creeshie flaxen, 
Bewi snaw-white seventeenJiunder linen ) 
Thirbreeka o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were pluah, o* guid blue hair, 
1 wad hae gi'en them off my hurdles. 
For ae blink o* the bonny burdies ! " ' ^ 



TAM O' SHANTER : 



A TALE. 



< Of brownyis and of bogilis fun is this buke.' 

Oawin Douglas. 

When chapman billies leave the street^ feOaw 

And drouthy neibors, neibors mee^ 

As market-days are wearing late^ 

And folk begin to tak the gate; tmd 

1 * The above,' says Mr Lockhart, ' is quoted from a manuscript Journal of 
Cromek. Mr M'Diarmid confirms the statement, and adds that the poet, haTix^ 
ccnnmltted the verses to writing on tiie top of his sod-dike over tb» water, mm% into 
the house, and read them immediately in high triumph at the firesido.* 
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While we sit bousing at the nappy, 
And gettin' fou and unco happy. 
We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The mosses, waters, slaps, and stiles, 
* That lie between us and our hame, 
Where sits our sulky sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This' truth fluid honest Tarn o' Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses 
For honest men and bonnie lasses.) 

O Tarn ! hadst thou but been sae wise, 

As ta'en thy ain wife £Late*s advice I 

She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum, 

A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum ;^ 

That frae NoTember till October, 

Ae market-day thou was na sober ; 

That ilka melder,' wi' the miller. 

Thou sat as lang as thou bad siller; 

That every naig was ca'd a shoe on, 

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 

That at the Lord's house, even on Sunday, 

Thou drank wi' ElirkUm Jean till Monday .^ 

She prophesied, that, late or soon. 

Thou would be found deep drowned in Doon, 

Or catched wi' warlocks in the mirk, darkneM 

By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet, cansei cry 

To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How mony lengthened sage advices, 
The husband £rae the wife despises I 

But to our tale : — Ae market-nigh^ 

Tam had got planted unco righ^ 

Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, 

Wi' reaming swats, that drank ^vinely ; new ale 

And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, 

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 

Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither — 

They had been fou' for weeks thegitherl 

> An icOe-talking fellow. 

* * The quantity of meal ground at the mill at one time.*— Pr Jamieson. 

8 In Scotland, the village where a parish diurch is Bitnated is usually called the 
Kirkton. A certain Jean Kennedy, who kept a reputable public-house ill tho 
Til^a^e of Kirkoswald, is here alluded to. 
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1%e night drave on wi' sangs and claUer, 
And aye the ale was growing better : 
The lajidlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wi* favours secret, sweet» and precious ; 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories, 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus : 
The storm without might rair and rusUe^ 
^am didna mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E'en drowned himself amang the nappy 1 
As bees flee hame wi* lades o* treasure, 
The minutes winged their way wi* pleasures 
Kings may be blest, but Tarn was glorious, 
0*er a* the ills o* life victorious. 

But pleasures are like poppies spread. 

Ton seize the flower, its bloom is shed ; 

Or like the snowfall in the river, 

A moment white— then melts for ever;* 

Or like the borealis race. 

That flit ere you can point their place ; 

Or like the rainbow's lovely form 

Evanishing amid the storm. 

Nae man can tether time or tide. 

The hour approaches Tarn maun ride ; 

That hour, o* night's black arch the key-stane^ 

That dreary hour he mounts his beast in ; 

And sic a night he taks the road in 

As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last ; 
The rattling showers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallowed, 
Loud, deep, and lang the thunder bellowed: 
That night, a child might understand, 
The Deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg, 

A better never lifted leg, 

Tam skelpit on through dub and mire. 

Despising wind, and rain, and fire *, 

Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet^ 

Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scott sonnet; hummlni 

Whiles glowering round wi' prudent cares, ■taring 

Lest bogles catch him unawares. 

> Cftnidior niyllms, tunc cam cecidere recentes, 
In liquidu nondtnn quas mora vertit aquas. 

Ovid, Amor. HI & 
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' Kirk-AIloway was drawing nigh^i 
Where ghaii^ and houleta nightly cry. 

By this time he was cross the ford, 

Wherein the tnaw the chapman smoored; ■mochend 

> • AUoway Kirk, wUh its Uttte eiudoMd Irariat-groand, etaadg bedde the road 
from Ayr to Maybole, About two mttos from the former town. The ohnrdh hae long 
been roofless, bat the walls are pretty well preserved, luid it still retains its bell at 
the east aid. Upon the whole, the spectator is struck with the idea that the 
witdies must have had a rather narrow stage for the perfbrmanoe of their revels, as 
described in the poem. The inner area is now divided by ft parUticm-waU, and one 
part forms the fiunily burial-place of Mr Cathcart of Blairston. The ** winnook- 
bunker in the east," where sat the awftd musician of the party, is a consi^cuaus 
feature, being a small window divided by a thick malU<ni. Around the building 
are fbe vest^ of other openings, at any of which the hero of the tale may be 
mapposed to have looked in upon the hellish scene. Within the last few years the 
iAd oaken falters ef the kiric were mostly entire, but they have now been entirely 
takoi away, to form, in various shapes, memorials ot a place so remaikably 
signalised by genius. It is necessary for those who survey the ground in reference 
to the poem, to be informed that the old road from Ayr to this spot, by which Bums 
supposed his hero to have approached Alloway Kirk, was considerably to the west 
of the present one, which, nevertheless, has ezitted since before the time of Bums. 
Upon a field about a quarter of a mile to ihe north-west of the kirk, is a single 
tree enclosed with a paling* the last remnant of a group which covered 



'the cairn 



Whare hunters iknd the murdered baira ; *" 
and immediately beyond that object is 



* the fold. 



Whare in the snaw the chapman smoored;** 

(namely, a fotd over a small bum which soon aftw Joins the Doon) being two 
places which Tam o' Slumter is described as having passed on his solitary way. 
The road then made a sweep towards the river, and, passing a well which Mcklea 
down into the Doon, where formerly stood a thorn, on which an individual, called 
in the poem ** Mnngo's mither," committed suicide, approached Alloway Kirk 
up<m the west. These circumstances may here aiqpear trivia, but it is smprising 
with what interest any visitor to the real scene will inquire into, and behold 
every pari at it which can be associated, however remotely, with the poem of Tarn 
o* Shanter. The churdiyard contains sevoral old monuments, of a very humble 
description, marking the resting-places of undistinguished persons, who fcnmerly 
lived in the neighbourtiood, and probably had the usual hereditaiy title to little 
spaces of grouii4 in this ancient cemetery. Am<mg those pMsons rests William 
Bumess, fother of the poet, over whose grave the son had piously raised a small 
stone, recording his name and the date of his death, together with the short 
poetical tribute to his memoiy which is copied in the works of the bard. But for 
this monument, long ago destroyed and carried away piecemeal, there is now 
substituted one of somewhat finer pn^rtions. But the dinrchyard ot Alloway 
has now become fashitmable with the dead as well as the living. Its little area U 
absolutely crowded with modem monuments, referring to persons many of whom 
have been brought from considerable distances to take their rest in this donbly- 
conscCTated ground. Among these is one to the memoiy of a person named 
l^e, yrho^ visiting the spot some years ago, happened to express a wish that ho 
might be laid in Alloway CSiurohyan], and, as fate would have it, veas interred in 
the spot he had pointed rat within a fortnight. Mor is tiiis all; for even the 
neighbouring gentry are now contending for departmento in tiiis fold of the 
departed, and it is probable that the elegant mausolea of rank and wealth will soon 
be Jostling with the stunted obdisks of humble worth and notdess poverty.*— 
Chamber$*$ Journal^ 1833. 

* Oct. 22, 1823, [died] at Doonfoot MUI, Mr David Watt, miller, in the sixty- 
eighth year of his age. lie was school-fellow with the celebrated Robert Bumi^ 
and the last person baptised in Alloway Kiik.*— ilfo^a^ine Obituary, 
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And pest Uie birlit aoA vtuiMe tteJM^ 

Where drunken Chariie talk's neek^Moe ; 

And through the whins, axid by the cairn, gon» 

Where hunters fimd the murdered bairn ; 

And near the thorn, aboon the well. 

Where Mnngo's mitiier hanged herseL 

Befoie him Doon pours all his floods; 

T^ doubling storm roars through the woods; 

The lightnii^ flash from pole to pole, 

Near and more near the thunders roll; 

When, glimmering throngh the groaning trees^ 

Eirk-Alloway seemed in a bleeze ; 

Through ilka bore the beams were glandng^ 

And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 

What dangers thou canst make ns scorn ! 

Wi'Uppenny we fear nae evil; 

Wi' usquebae we'U foce the devfl ! — 

The swats sae reamed in Tammie^s noddle, 

Fair play, he cared na deils a boddle. 

But Maggie stood right sair astonished. 

Till, by the heel and hand admonished. 

She ventured forward on the light ; 

And, wow ! Tam saw an imco sight ! 

Warlocks and witches in a dance; 

Kae cotillon brent new frae France, 

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels^ 

Pat life and metUe in their beds : 

A winnock-bunker in the east, 

There sat auld Nick, in shape o' beast ; 

A towzie tyke^ black, grim, and lai^ shaggy dof 

To gie them music was his charge; 

He screwed the pipes and gart Uiem skirl, 8cr«am 

^nil roof and rafters a' did dirl. Yibrato 

Coffins stood round, like open presses. 

That shawed the dead in Uieir last di^sses ; 

And by some devilish cantrip slight iHck 

Each in its cauld hand held a light — 

By which heroic Tam was able 

To note upon the haly taUe^ 

A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ; 

Twa span-lang, wee unchristened ba^fns ; 

A thie( new-cutted frae a rape, 

WP his last gasp his gab did gape ; 

live tomahawks, wi' bluid red-rusted; 

live scimitars, wi' murder crusted ; 

A garter Which a babe had strangled; 

A knife, a father's throat had mangled^ 
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Whom his am 8(m o* lifo herein 
The gray hairs yet stack to the haft : 
Wi' mair o' horrible and awfd'^ 
Which even to aame wad be uolAwta^, 

As TaiQBiie glewred, amaaed and coriouflb 

The mirth and fun grew fut and furioua: 

The piper Umd and louder blew; 

The duioera quick and quicker flew ; 

They reeled, they set, they erossedi they de^t, unked 

Till ilka carline swat and reekit, smoked 

And coost her duddies to the wark, dotbes 

And linket at it in her sark J 

Now Tarn, O Tarn! had thae been queans^ 

A' plump and strappin' in their teens ; 

Their sark% instead o' creeshie fla n nen, greasy 

Been snaw-white seTonteen-hunder linen H 

Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 

That anoe were plush, o* guid blue hair, 

I wad hae gi*en them off my hurdies^ 

For ae blin^ o' the bonnie bardies ! 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 

Bigwoodie^ hags, wad spean a foal, wean 

Louping and flmging on a cummock, stick 

I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tam kenned what was what fu' brawlie; 

There was ae winsome wench and walie, imil§ 

That night enlisted in the core, 

(Lang after kenned on Carrick shore ; 

For lAony a beast to dead she shot, 

And perished mony a bonnie boat, 

And shook baith meikle com and bear, 

And kept the country-side in fear.) 

Her cutty-sark, o' Psosley ham, short ihili 

That while a lassie she had worn. 

In longitude though sorely scanty. 

It was her best, and she was vauntie — 

Ah ! little kenned thy reverend grannie^ 

That saxk she coft for her wee Nannie^ 

Wi' twa pund Scots (*twas a' her riches)^ 

Wad ever graced a dance o' witches ! 

But here my Muse her wing maun cour, 
Kc flights are far beyond her power; 

t « Tbe imwinfactorer*! term for a fine linen, woven in a reed of 1700 diviBions.'-* 
« Worthy of the gallows. 
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To siBg liow Nanme lap and fiang, 
(A souple jad she was and fitraig,) 
And how Tain stood like ane bewit^edy 
And thongkt his very een enriched ; 
Even Satan glowred and fidged fa' fain. 
And hotdied and blew wi' mi^ and main^ 
Till first ae oaper, syne snith^, 
Tam tint his reason a* thegither. 
And roars ont, < Weel done, Oatty-sark !' 
And in an instant all waa daric: 
And scarc^y had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 
As bees bisz out wi' angry fyke, 
• When plundering herds assail their byke ; 

As open pussie's mortal foes, 
When, pop ! she starts before th^ nose ; 
As eager runs the market-crowd. 
When * Catch the thief!' resounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldriteh screech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam I ah, Tam I thou '11 get thy fairin'? 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin'! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin'! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the keystane^ o' the brig; 
There at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they darena cross! 
But ere the keystane she could make^ 
The fient a tail she had to shake ! 
For Nannie, faf before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest^ 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle, 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 
Ae spring brought off her master hale, 
But left behin4 her ain gray tail : 
The carline claught her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read, 
Ilk man and mother's son take heed: 
Whene'er to drink you are inclined, 
Or cutty-sarks run in your mind. 
Think ! ye may buy the joys ower dear — 
i^member Tam o' Shanter's mare. 

1 It is a well-known fact that witches, or any evfl Bf^rlts, have bo power tt 
follow a poor wight any fitrther than the middle of ihe next running stream. It 
vn&y he proper likewise to motion to the benighted traveller, that when he Calls 
in with bogktf whatever danger may be in his going forward, there is much more 
hazard in ttuning back.->£. 



endeavour 
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It appears that Burms origiBally sent lus AUoway-Eirk 
witch-stories in a pkin prose recital as folkws : — 

TO FBANCIS GROSE, ESQ. 

Among ^m manjr witch-stories I have heard relating to Allowaj 
Kirk, I distinctly remember enfy two or three. 

Upon a stormy night, amid wlnstling sqiialls of wind and bitter 
blasts of hail— in sh(n% on each a night as the devil would choose to 
take the air in— a farm^p, or fkrmer's servant^ was jdoddtng and 
plashing homeward with his plovgh - irons on his should^, having 
been g^ing some repairs on them at a neigfabooring smithy. His 
way lay l^ the kii^ of Alloway ; and being rather on the anxious 
look-out in approaching a place so well known to be a fiiivourito haunt 
of the devil, and the devil's friends and emissaries, he was struck 
aghast by discovering tiirough the horrors of the storm and stormy 
night, a light, which on his nearer approach plainly shewed itself to 
proceed from the haunted edifice. Whether he had been fortified 
from above on his devout supplioatton, as is customary with people 
when they suspect die immediato presence of Satan, or whether, 
according to another custom, he had got courageously drunk at the 
smiUiy, I will not pretond to determine ; but so it was, that he 
ventured to go up to, nay, into the very kirk. As luck would have 
it, his temerity came off unpunished. 

The members of the infernal junto were all out on some midnight 
business or other, and he saw nothing but a kind of kettle or caldron^ 
depending fVom ftle roo^ over the fire^ simmering some heads of 
unchristened children, limbs of executed malefactors, &c« for the 
business of the night. It was, in for a penny, in for a pound, widi 
the honest ploughman: so without ceremony he unhooked the 
caldron from off the fire, and pouring out the danmable ingredi^ots^ 
inverted it on his head, and carried it fairly home, where it remained 
long in the family, a living evidence of the truth of the story. 

Another story, whidi I can prove to be equally authentic, was as 
follows : — 

On a market-day in the town of Ayr, a farmer from Carrick, and 
consequentiy whose way lay by the very gate\>f AUoway Kirkyard, in 
order to cross the river Doon at the old bridge^ which is about two or 
three hundred yards fiarther on than the said gate, had been detained 
by his business, till by the time he reached Alloway it was the wizard 
hour, between night and morning. 

Though he was terrified with a blaze streaming from the kirk, yet 
as it is a weU-known fact, that to turn back on these occasions is 
running by £etr the greatest risk of mischief, he prudently advanced 
on his road. When he had reached the gate of tiie kirkyard, he was 
surprised and ^itertained, through the ribs and ardies of an old Gothic 
window, which still faces the highway, to see a dance of witches 
merrily footing it round their old sooty blackguard master, who was 
keeping them all alive with the power of his bagpipe. The farmer. 
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stopping Ms hone to observe them a littiLe, could plainly dewsry the 
faces of many old women of his acquaintance and neighbourhood. 
How the gentleman was dressed, tradition does not say, but that the 
Udies were aU in their smocks : and one of them happening unluckily 
to have a smock which was considerably too short to answer all tl^ 
purpose of that piece of dretB^ our faimer was so tickled, that he 
involuntarily burst out, with a loud laugh, ' Weel luppen, Maggy 
wi' the fs^OTt sark T and reoollecting himself instantly fipurred Ins 
horse to the top of his speed; I ne^ not mention the universally- 
known iacty that no dialxdioal power can pm«ue you beyond the 
middle of a naming stream. Luoky it was for the poor farmer that 
the river Doon was so near^ for notwithstanding the q)eed of his 
horse, which was a good one, against he reached the middle of the 
aroh of the brieve, and consequently the middle of the stream, the 
pursuing, vengeM hags were sa dose at his heels, that one of them 
actually sprang to seize him : but H was too late ;. nothing was on her 
side of the stream but the horse's tail, whidi immediatdiy gave way 
at her infernal grip, as if blasted by a str^e of lightning; but the 
farmer was beyond her reach; However, the unsightly^ tail-less 
condition of the vigorous steed was, to the last hour of the noUe 
creature's life, an awM warning to the Oarriok £anners not to stay 
too late in Ayr markets. 

Tlie last relation I shall give, though equally true, is not so well 
identified as the two former with regard to the scene $ but as the 
best autiiorities give it for AUoway, I shall relate it 

On a summei^s evening, about the time nature puts on her sables 
to mourn the expiry of Uie cheerful day, a shepjMprd-boy, belonging 
to a fiEumer in the immediate neighbourhood of ^AUoway Kirk, had 
just folded his charge, and was returning home. As he passed the 
kirk, in t)ie adjoining field, he fell in with a crew of mei and women, 
who were busy pulling stems of the plant ragwort He obs«*ved that 
as each person pulled a ragwort^ he or she got astride of it^ and called 
out, * Up horsie !' on whidi the ragwort fiew ofi; like Pegasus, through 
the air with its rider. Theibolish boy likewise pulled his ragwort^ and 
cried with the rest, * Up horsie 1 ' and, strange to tell, away he flew 
with the company. The first stage at whidb the cavalcade stopt was 
a merchant's wine-cellar in Bordeaux, where, without saying by 
your leave, they quaffed away at the best the cellar could afford, until 
the morning, foe to the imps and works of darkness, threatened to 
throw light mi the matter, and frightened them from Uieir carousals. 

The poor shepherd lad, being equally a stranger to the scene and 
the liquor, heedlessly got himself drunk ; and when the rest took 
horse, he fell asleep, and was found so next day by some of the 
people belonging to the merchant Somebody that understood 
Scotch, asking him what he was, he said such-a- one's h^rd in 
Alloway ; and by some means or other getting home again^ he lived 
long to tell the w<»rld the wondrous tale. B. B.l 

> Thig letter was comniimicated l>y Mr Gilchrist, of Stamford, to Sir Egpxtoti 
Bo'dges, by whom it was published in the Oenntra Literariat }f96. 
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He country people in Ayrshire, contrary to their wont, 
unmythicise the narrations of Bums, and point both to a real 
T^n and Souter Johnny and to a natural occurrence as the basis 
of the fiction. Their story is as follows: — The hero was an 
honest farmei* named Douglaa Graham, who lived at Shanter, 
between Tumbwry and Colzean. His wife, Helen MTaggart, 
was much addkted to superstitions beHefs* Graham, (kaling in 
malt, went to Ayr every market-day, whither he was frequently 
accompanied "by a shoemaking neighbour, John Davidson, who 
dealt a little in leather. The two would often linger to a late 
hour in the taverns at the market-town. One night, when riding 
home more than usually late by himself in a storm of wind and 
rain, Graham, in passing over Brown Carrick Hill near the Bridge 
of Doon, lost his bonnet, which contained the money he had 
drawn that day at the market. To avoid the scolding of his wife, 
he imposed upon her credulity with a story of witches seen at 
AUoway Kirk, but did not the less return to the Carrick Hill to 
seek for his money, which he had the satisfaction to find with his 
bonnet in a plantation near the road. It is supposed that Bums, 
when in his youth living among the Carrick farmers at Kirk- 
oswald, became acquainted with Graham and Davidson, studied 
their grotesque habits, and heard of their various adventures, 
including that of Alloway Kirk, though perhaps without learning 
that it was the imposture of a husbsmd upon a too-credulous wife. 
Douglas Graham and John Davidson, the supposed originals of 
Tarn o' Shanter and Souter Johnny, have long reposed in the 
diurehyard oi Kirkoswald, where the former has a handsome 
monument, bearing a pious inscription. 

The poem duly appeared in Grose's work, in connection with a 
plate of Kirk- Alloway, and with a note of the editor, some of the 
terms of which will Scarcely fa.il to amuse the modem reader: — 

^ To my ingemou8 friend, Mr Bobert Bums, I have been seriously 
obligated: he was not only at the pains of making out what was 
most worthy of notice in Ayrshire, the county honoured by his 
birth, but he also wrote, expressly for this work, the ^ettp Ude 
annexed to Alloway Church.' 

Poor Grose's work appeared at the end of Apnl 1791, and he 
himself died suddenly at Dublin about three weeks after. 

Mrs Dunlop had this summer undergone a severe domestic 
affliction. Her daughter Susan had married a French gentleman 
named Henri, o( good birth and fortune, and the young couple lived 
happily at Loudoun Castle in Ayrshire, when (June 22, 1790) the 
gentleman sank under the effects of a severe cold, leaving his 
wife pregnant. The birth of a son and heir in the subsequent 
Noveml^ is the thracie of an suiting letter of Bunui. 
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TO MRS DUNLOP. 

BX.I.ISI.AND, IhOterpmi af] JTommSct 1790. 

* As cold waters to a 4liirBt y sool^ so is good news from a tax 
conntey/ 

Fate has long owed me a letter of good news from you* in return 
for the many tidings of scnrow which I have received. In this 
instance I most oor^aUy-obey the apostle :, 'Bejoice with them that 
do rejoice ' — for me to ging for joy is no new thing ; but to preach 
for joy, as I have done in the commencement of <Ms epistlei is a 
pitch of extravagant rapture to which I never rose before. 

I read your letter — I literally jumped for joy. How could such a 
mercuriid creature as a poet lumpishly keep his seat on the receipt 
of the best news from his best friend! I seized my gilt -headed 
Wangee rod, an instrument indispensably necessary, in my left hand, 
in the moment of inspiration and rapture ; and stride, stride — quick 
and quicker — oat dcipt I among the broomy banks of Nith to 
muse over my joy by retail. To keep within the bounds of prose 
was impossible. Mrs Little's ^ is a more elegant^ but not a more 
sincere compliment to the sweet little fellow, than I, extempore 
almost^ poured out to him in the following verses : — 



STANZAS ON THE BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, BORN UNBEB 
PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY DISTRESS. 

Sweet floweret, pledge o' meikle love, 

And ward o' mony a prayer. 
What heart o' stane wad thou na move^ 

Sae helpless, sweety and fair I 

November hirples o'er the lea iknps 

Chill on thy lovely form ; 
And gane, alas! the sheltering tree 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gives the rain to poor. 

And wings the blast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving shower^ 

The bitter frost and snaw I 

May He, the friend of wo and want^ 
* Who heals life's various stounds, paagi 

Protect and guard the mother-plant^ 
And heal her cruel wounds! 

• 

1 Mm Little was a poetical milkmakl !n the service of Mrs Henri at Loudoai 
Captle. VrntAaoocmA at iMt 909 Cbnieniporwrimqf Burnt, Bdinbiu^h : 1840 
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But late she flourished, rooted fast. 

Fair on the summer mom; 
Kow, feebly bends she in the blasti 

Unsheltered and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem. 

Unscathed by ruffian hand ! 
And from thee many a parent stem 

Arise to deck our landl 

I am much flattered by your apinx>bation of my Tarn o' Shanter, 
which you express in your former letter, though, by the by, you 
load me in that said letter with accusations heavy and many, to 
all which I plead, not guilty! Your book is, I hear, on the road to 
reach me. As to printing of poetry, when you prepare it for the 
press, you have only to spell it right, and place the capital letters 
properly — as to the punctuation, the printers do that themselves. 

I have a copy of Tom o' Shanter ready to send you by the first 
opportunity — it is too heavy to send by post. 

I heard of Mr Corbet ^ lately. He, in consequence of your recom- 
mendation, is most zealous to serve me. Please favour me soon 
with an account of your good folks ; if Mrs H. is recovering, and the 
young gentleman doing well. B. B. 

The subsequent history of Mrs Henri and her son is in some 
points worthy of being commemorated. In a subsequent letter 
Bums deplores her dangerous and distressing situation in France, 
exposed to the tumults of the Eevolution; and he has soon after 
occasion to condole with his venerable friend on the death of her 
daughter in a foreign land. When this sad event took place the 
orphan child fell under the immediate care of his paternal grand- 
father, who, however, was soon obliged to take refuge in Switzer- 
land, leaving the infant b^iind him. Years passed — he and the 
Scotch friends of the child heard nothing of it, and concluded that 
it was lost. At length, when the elder Henri was enabled to 
return to his ancestral domains, he had the unspeakable satis- 
factiim of finding that his grandson and heir was alive and well, 
having never been removed from the place. The child had been 
protected and reared with the greatest care by a worthy female 
named Mademoiselle Susette, formerly a domestic of the family. 
This excellent person had even contrived, through all the levelling 
violences of the. intervening period, to preserve in her young 
charge the feelings appropriate to his rank. Though absolutely 
indebted to her industry for his bread, ^e had caused him always 
to be seated by himself at table and regularly waited on, so that 

1 One of the general raperrison of Ezdse. 
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the otherwise plebeian circtuBstmiceB in whioh he lived did not 
greatly affect him. The subject of Bums's stanzas was a very 
few years ago proprietor of the family estates; and it is agreeable 
to add, that Mademoiselle Susette then lived in his paternal 
mansion, in the enjoyment of that grateful respect to which her 
fidelity and discretion so eminently entitled her. 



TO WILLIAM DUNBAR, W. S. 

Ellislaits, nth January 1791. 

I AM not gone to Elysium, most noble colonel,^ but am still here in 
,this sublunary world, serving my God by propagating his image, and 
honouring my king by begetting him loyal subjects. 

Many happy returns of the season await my friend. May the 
thorns of care never beset his path ! May peace be an inmate of 
his bosom, and rapture a frequent visitor of his soul! May the 
bloodhounds of misfortune never track his steps, nor the screech-owl 
of sorrow alarm his dwelling ! May enjoyment tell thy hours, and 
pleasure number thy days, thou friend of the bard ! * Hessed be he 
that blesseth thee, and cursed be he that curseth thee ! ! !' 

As a further proof that I am still in the land of existence, I send you 
a poem, the latest I have composed. I have a particular reason for 
wishing you only to shew it to select friends, should you think it worthy 
a friend's perusal ; but if, at your first leisure hour, you vdll favour 
me with your opinion of, and strictures on, the p^ormance, it will 
be an additional obligation on, dear sii^ your deeply-indebted humble 
servant^ B.B. 



TO MB PBTBR HILL. 

Ellieland, 17th January 1791. 
Take these two' guineas, and place them overagainst that damned 
account of yours, which has gagged my mouth these five oi* six months I 
I can as little write good thmgs as apologies to the man I owe DMmej 
to. O the suprraae curse of making tlu*ee guineas do the business 
of five ! Not idl the labours of Hercules ; not all the Hebrews' three 
centuries of Egyptian bondage, were such an insup^^Ie business, such 
an infernal task 1 ! Poverty I thou half-sister of death, thou cousin- 
german of hell!— where shall I find force of execration equal to the 
amplitude of thy demerits I Oppressed by thee, the venerable ancient, 
grown hoary in the practice of every virtue, laden with years and 
wretchedness, implores a little, little aid to support his existence, 

> So styled as president of the ocmvivial society called 1±» CroohaUan Fttidblea. 

> In the original account, penes Mr Thomas Thorhum, Dumfries, Hill enters £3, 3b. 
to Bums's wedit under January 20, 1791 , leaving a balance to debit of £3, 7s. fid. It li 
probable that two guineas has been wxittui or printed by mistake £» thr«e. 
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from a stcmy-hearted son of Mammon, whose sun of prosperity never 
knew a cloud, and is by him denied and insulted. Oppressed by thee, 
the man of sentiment whose heart glows with independence, and 
melts with sensibility, inly pines under the neglect, or writhes, in 
bitterness of soul, under the contumely of arrogant, unfeeling wealth. 
Oppressed by thee, the son of genius, whose ill-starred ambition 
plants him at the tables of the fashionable and p<dite, must see, in 
soffering silence^ his remark neglected, and his person despised, 
while shallow greatness, in Ins idiot attempts at wit, ^lall meet with 
ooontenance and applause. Nor is it only the feunily of worth thai 
have reason to complain of thee — the children of folly and vice, 
though in common with thee the offspring of evil, smart equally 
under thy rod. Owing to thee, the man of unfortunate disposition 
and neglected education is condemned as a fool for his dissipation, 
despised and shunned as a needy wretch, when his follies as usual 
bring him to want ; and when his unprincipled necessities drive him 
to dishonest practices, he is abhorred as a miscreant, and perishes 
l^ ihe justice of his country. But far otherwise is the lot of the man 
of fiEunily and fortune.— J7i« early follies and extravagance are spirit 
snd fire ; his consequent wants are the embarrassments of an honest 
fellow; and when, to remedy ^e matter, he has gained a legal oooa- 
mission to plunder distant province or massacre peaceful nations, he 
returns, p^haps, laden with the spoils of rapine and murder; lives 
wicked and respected, and dies a scoundrel and a lord. Nay, wor^C of 
aU,alaB for helpless woman ! — the needy prostitute, who has shivered 
at the comer of t^e street, waiting to earn the wages of casual pros- 
titution, is left neglected and insulted, ridden down by the chariot- 
wheels of the coroneted rip, hurrying on to the guilty assignation — 
she who, without the same necessities to plead, riots nightly in the 
same guilty trade. 

Well, divines may say of it what they please, but execration 
is to the mind what phlebotomy is to the body — the vital 
sluices of both are wonderfully relieved by their respective 
evacuations. B. B. 

As poverty, or at least narrowness of circumstances, has been 
painfully associated with the name of Bums, it is of importance 
to note at what time, after his sudden transient access of fortune, 
his purse again became light. He certainly was at ease in this 
respect down to the early part of 1790, when he proffered assist- 
ance to his youngest brother William, in the event of its being 
wanted. Even in the fall of that year, when the death of William 
in London caused an unexpected call to be made upon the poet 
for the discharge of the expenses incurred by the sickness and 
foneral of the young man, it appears that payment was promptly 
made.^ We leam &om the above letter that Bums had for some 

1 This ajipears from a letter fotind among Bums's papers, and now in the 
poaSMsion of Mr Thomaa Thorimm, Dumfries. • To Mr Robert Burns.— Sir-J 
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months before the dose of 1790 begun to feel himself in some 
embarrassment for money. What is more, the debt which had 
gagged him with respect to his friend Hill appears to have been 
comparatively a trifle — only £6, 10s. 6d. To send £3, 3s. towards 
aa account for a sum so little larger, certainly illustrates in some 
degree the * supreme curse of making three guineas do the 
business of five.' It is, aevertheless, equally true and curious that 
we hare to see Bums at this crisis in the new and unexpected 
diaracter of an acpotnmodator or creditor. It is a trivial affair, 
which would not be worth noting in the life of any ordinary man. 
In that of Bums, considering how exclusively we have hitherto 
heard of him as a poor man, in the way of being patronised 
by others, even the smallest matter on the other side has some 
interest. There was a certain Alexander Crombie, a builder 
at Dalswinton, who had reared the farm -edifices at Ellislemd^ 
and whom Bums had probably found to be a good fellow 
straggling with the difficulties of inadequate oi^itol. A biU 
lies before me, drawn by Bums for £20, under date * Dumfries, 
December 15, 1790,' at three months, and accepted by Crombie. 
It is indorsed by Bums to Mr David Staig, agent for the Bank of 
Scotland at Dumfiies. An instrament of protest fbr non-payment 
of this bill, drawn up on the 18th of March 1791, is also preserved, 
shewing that Crombie had not been ready to withdraw it at the 
proper time. This, after the lapse of some time, had been 
intimated to the poet by a letter from Mr James Gracie, an officer 
in the bank, and we obtain from another source a note of Bums 
in answer thereto: — 

Globk Inn, 8 o*doek p.m. 
Sir — ^I have your letter anent Crombie's bilL Your forbearance 
has been very great. I did it to accommodate the thoughtless fellow. 
He asks till Wednesday week. If he fail, I pay it myself. In the 
meantime, if homing and caption be absolutely necessary, ^j9 him by 
the necky and tvelcoTne, Yours, Robert Burns. 

It is perhaps just barely worthy of being mentioned, that Mr 
Hill signs a quittance for payment in full to Bums, 5th December 
1791, when the poet would probably be somewhat more in cash 
than for some time before, in consequence of the sale of his 
fiurming effects. The sum was £8, 16s. 8d. 

The books collected by a man being an index of his taste, it 
may be curious to see what those were which Bums obtained from 

receired your faronr of the 5th instant this day, containing a bill for the money 
expended in your deceased brother's sickness and funeraL Wishing yon all he^t^ 
•Ad hfn inaia, I am, sir, yonr rery humble semtn^ W. Barbxb.— <8lraiid, OeL 9^ 
I790t* 
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Peter Hill. We find them to have been as follows : — ^Letters on 
the Religion Essential to Man; Peregrine Pickle; Count Fathom; 
Laoncelot Greaves ; a Family Bible (£2) ; Johnson^s Ei^lish 
Dictionary, Syo edition; Shakspeare; Ossian's Poems; Smedlie's 
PhUosophy of Natural History; The World; Garrick's Works; 
Gibber's Woi^ — all of these prior to March 6, 1790; the 
remainder on the 20th Jannary 1791 — ^The Adventurer ; Arabian 
Nights' Entertfunments; Joseph Andrews; Roderick Random; The 
Scots Worthies; Marrow of Modem Divinity; Cole on God's 
Sovereignty; Newton's Letters; Confession of Faith; Boyle's 
Voyages; Blair's Sermons; Guthrie's Grammar; Buchan's Domestic 
Medicine ;• Price on Providence and Prayer ; Don Quixote ; The 
Idler. It thus appears that Burns loved Fielding and Smollett, 
the English essayists and dramatists, and books of liberal divinity. 
Besides l>ook% the amount includes £1, lis. 6d. for a copy of 
Ainslie's Map of Scotland on rollers. Bums would of course love 
to see * Caledonia stem and wild,' his ' auld respected mother/ hmig 
up in faSL view in his best room. 



TO MR CUNNIKOHAM. 

Ellislakd, S3<f Janvaij 1791. 

Many happy returns of the season to yon, my dear friend t As 
many of the good things of this life as is consistent with the usual 
mixture of good and evil in the cup of being ! 

I have just finished a poem — Tarn </ Shanter^wldch. you will 
receive enclosed. It is my first essay in the way of tales. 

I have these several months been hammering at an elegy on the 
amiable and accompli^ed Miss Burnet* I have got^ and can get, no 
fiurther than the following fragment^ on which please give me your 
strictures. In all kinds of poetic composition, I set great stwe by 
yeur opinion ; but in sentimental verses, in the poetry of the hearty 
no Roman Catholic ever set more value on the in£EUUbility of the 
H^y Father than I do on yours. 

I mean the introductory couplets as text verses. 



XLBOr ON THB LATB MISS BURNET OF MONBODDO. 

life ne'er exulted in so rich a prize 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Not envious death so triumphed in a blow. 

As that which laid th' accomplished Burnet low. 

1 This beautiful creature, to whom Bums paid so hig^ a compliment in Us 
addfew to Edialnugh, had been canied off by coosimipUon, 17th Jnne 17901 
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Thy form and mincly sweet maidy can I foi|j;et I 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set 1 
In thee, high Heaven above was truest shewn, 
As by his noblest work the Godhead best is imown. 

In vam ye flannt in summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore^ 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves, 

Te cease to charm— Eliza is no more 1 

Ye heathy wastes, immixed with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stored ; 
Ye rugged cliffs, o'erhanging dreary glens, 

To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cumbrous pride was all their worth, 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ? 
And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth, 

And not a nniso in h<mes( grief bewail f 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride, 
And virtue's light, that beams beyond the spheres ; 

But, like the sun eclipsed at morning-tide. 
Thou lefl'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that nestled fond in thee. 
That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care ; 

So decked the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ; 
So from it ravished, leaves it bleak and bare. 

Let me hear from you soon. Adieu ! R. B. 

The Key. Archibald Alison, a clergyman of the English Church, 
but connected with Scotland, and ultimately for many years 
minister of one of the Episcopal chapels in Edinburgh, had at 
this time produced his celebrated Essay on Taste. Having become 
acquainted with Bums in Edinbm^ he sent a copy of the book 
to EUisland. 



TO THE REV. iltCHIBALD ALISON. 

BLLiBLAVDi lUh Feb, 179L 

Sir — ^You must by this time have set me down as one of the most 
ungrateful of men. You did me the honour to present me wi^ a 
bode which does honour to science and the intellectual powers of 
man, and I have not even so much as acknowledged the receipt of it. 
The £&ct is, you yourself are to blame for it Flattered as I was by 
your telling me that you wished to have my opinion of the woik, the 
old spiritual enemy of mankind, idio knows well that vanit j is ono 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



E^JRNS OK THB DOCfBINE OF AJSOGIATIOH. 169 

of the siiiB that most easily beset in6, put it into my head to ponder 
over the performance with the look-out of a critic, and to draw up 
forsooth a deep -learned digest of strictures on a composition, of 
which, in ^K^ until I read the book, I did not even know the first 
principles. I own, sir, that at first glance several of your propositions 
startled me as paradoxical. That the martial clangour of a trumpet 
had something in it vastly more grand, heroic, and sublime, than the 
twingle-twangle of a Jew's harp : that the delicate flexure of a rose- 
twig, when the half-blown flower is heavy with the tears of the 
dawn, was infinitely more beautiful and elegant than the upri^t 
stub of a burdock ; and that from something innate and independent 
of all associations of ideas — these I had set down as irrefra^ble^ 
orthodox truths, uiitil perusing your book shook my faith. In shorty 
nr, except EncUd's Omenta of Geometry, which I made a shift to 
unravel by my faUier's fireside in the winter evenings of ihe first 
season I held the plough, I never read a book which gave me such a 
quantum of information, and added so much to my stock of ideas, 
as your Essays on the Principles of Taste. One thing, sir, you must 
forgive my mentioning as an uncommon merit in the work — I mean 
the language. To clothe abstract philosophy in elegance of style 
sounds something like a contradiction in terms \ but you have con- 
vinced me that they are quite compatible. 

I enclose you some poetic bagatelles of my late composition. The 
one in print is my first essay in the way of Celling a tale. I am, 
sir, &c B. B. 

This is the letter which Dugald Stewart, in his oommnnication 
to Dr Currie respecting Bums — printed in the memoir written by 
that gentlenum — says he read with surprise, as evincing that the 
unlettered Ayrshire Bard had formed * a distinct conception of the 
general principles of the doctrine of association.* The doctrine is one 
peculiar, we believe, to the Scotch school of metaphysicians, and 
mainly consists in an assertion, that our ideas of beauty in objects 
of all kinds arise from our associating with them some other ideas 
of an agreeable kind. For instance, our notion of beauty in the 
cheek of a pretty maiden arises from our notions of her health, 
innocence, and so forth : our notion of the beauty of a Highland 
prospect, such as the Trosachs, from our notions of the romantic 
kind of life formerly led in it ; as if there were no female beauty 
independent of both health and innocence, or fine scenery where 
jaaen had not formerly worn tartans and claymores. The whole 
of the above letter of Bums is in reality — ^though perhaps unmeant 
by him — a satire on this doctrine, which, notwithstanding the 
eloquence of an Alison, a Stewart, and a Jefirey, must now b« 
considered as amongst the dreams of philosophy. 
III. H 
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TO MRS GRA.HAM OF FINTRT. 

E1.LI8LAND, IF^fruarp] 1791. 
Madah — Whether it is that the story of our Mary Queen of Scots 
has a peculiar effect on the feelings of a poet^ or whether I have in 
the .enclosed ballad succeeded beyond my usual poetic success, I 
know not, but it has pleased me beyond any effort of my Muse for 
a good while past ; on that account I enclose it particularly to yon. 
It is true the purity of my motives may be suspected. I am already 
deeply indebted to Mr Qraham's goodness ; and what, in the ttsual 
toays of men, is of infinitely greater importance, Mr G. can do me 
service of the utmost importance in time to come. I was bom a 
poor dog ; and however I may occasionally pick a better bone than ' 
I used to do, I know I must live and die poor : but I will indulge 
the flattering faith that my poetry will considerably outlive my 
poverty ; and without any fustian affectation of spirit, I can promise 
and affirm that it must be no ordinary craving of the latter shsdl ev^ 
make me do anything injurious to the honest fame of the former. 
Whatever may be my failings — for failings are a part of human 
nature — may they ever be those of a generous heart and an inde- 
pendent mind ! It is no fault of mine that I was bom to dependence, 
nor is it Mr Graham's chiefest praise that he can command influence : 
but it is his merit to bestow, not only with the kindness of a brother, 
but with the politeness of a gentleman, and I trust it shall be mine 
to receive with thankfulness, and remember with undiminished 
gratitude. B. K 



LAMENT 



MARY QUBEN OF SCOTS ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the grassy lea : 
Now Phcebus cheers the crystal streams. 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry morn. 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bower, 

Makes woodland echoes ring; 
The mavis wild wi' mony a note^ 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice» 

W? tare nor thrall opprest 
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Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen. 

And milk-white is the slae; 
The meanest hind in Mr Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
Bat I, the queen of a* Scotland, 

Mvm lie in prison Strang I 

I was the queen o' bonnie France^ 

Where happy I hae been; 
Fu' lightly rase I in the mom, 

As bli^e lay down at e'en : 
And I 'm the sovereign of Scotland, 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands, 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman ! 

My sister and my fae, 
Grim vengeance yet shaJl whet a sword 

That through thy soul shall gae 1 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee; 
Kor th' balm that draps on wounds of wo 

Frae wooian's pitying e'e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine 1 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign. 

That ne'er wad blink on mine I 
God keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friond, 

Bemember him for mel 

soon, to me, may summer suns 

Kae mair light up the mom ! 
Nae mair, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow com ! 
And in the narrow house o' death 

liOt winter round me rave ; 
And the next flowers that deck the spring 

Bloom on my peaceful grave ! 
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10 DR MOORE. 



ELLI8I.AND, SSUh Febnmrp 179L 

I DO not know, air, whether you are a subscriber to Oros^s AtUi' 
quitiea of Scotland, If you are, the enclosed poem will not be 
altogether new to you. Captain Qrose did me the £sLVOur to send 
me % dozen copies of the proof-sheet, of which this is one. Should 
you have read the piece before, still this will answer the principal 
end I have in view — ^it will give me another opportunity of thanking 
^ you for all your goodness to the rustic bard, and also of shewing you 
* that the abUities you have been pleased to commend and patronise 
are sUll employed in the way you wish. 

The Elegy on Captain Henderson is a tribute to the memory of a 
man I loved much. Poets have in this the same advantage as 
Roman Catholics : they can be of service to their friends after they 
have passed that bourne where all other kindness ceases to be of 
avail. Whether, after all, either the one or the other be of any real 
service to the dead, is, I fear, very problematical, but I am sure 
they are highly gratifying to the living: and as a very orthodox 
text, I forget where In Scripture, says, * whatsoever is not of fiEuth 
is sin;' so say I, whatsoever is not detrimental to society, and is 
of positive enjo3rment, is of God, the giver of all good thmgs, and 
ought to be received and enjoyed by his creatures with thankful 
delight. As almost all my religious tenets originate from, my hearty 
I am wonderfully pleased with the idea that I can still keep up a 
tender intercourse with the dearly -beloved friend, or still mwe 
dearly-beloved mistress, who is gone to tho world of spirits. 

The ballad on Queen Mary was begun while I was busy with 
Perqfs Ediquea of English Poetry, By Uie way, how much is every 
honest heart, which has a tincture of Caledonian prejudice, obliged 
to you for your glorious story of Budhanan and Targe 1 'Twas an 
unequivocal proof of your loyal gallantry of «Oul giving Tai^ the 
victory. I should have been mortified to the ground if yon had not^ 

I have just read over once more of many times your Zdwco, I 
marked with my pencil as I went along every passi^ that pleased 
me particularly above the rest^ and one or two which, with humble 
deference, I am disposed to think unequal to the merits of the 
book. I have sometimes thought to transcribe these marked 
passages, or at least so much of them as to point where they are, 
and send them to you. Original strokes that i^trongly depict ^e 
human heart, is your and Fielding's province beyond any other 
novelist I have ever perused, ^chuxlson, indeed, might perhi^ be 
excepted ; but unhappily his d^amaiiB personcB are beings of another 
world; and, however they may captivate the inexperienced, romantic 

1 In Dr Moore'g novel Buchanan represents the I^owland puritan faeling of 
Scotland, Targe the cavalier Highland spirit. In a fight arijaing from a quarrel 
about the honour of Queen Mary, Taxge is victor. 
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Ugacy of a boy or a girl, they will ever, in proportion as we hare 
made human nature our study, dissatisfy our riper years. 

As to my private concerns — I am going on, a mighty tax-gatherer 
before the Lord* and have lately had the interest to get myself 
ranked on the list of Excise as a supervisor. I am not yet employed 
as such, but in a few years I shall fall into the file of supenrisorship 
by seniority. I have had an immense loss in the death of the Earl 
of Glencaim, the patron from whom all my fame and fortune took 
its rise. Independent of my grateful attachment to him, which was 
indeed so strong that it pervaded my very soul, and was entwined 
with the thread of my existence ; so soon as the prince's friends had 
got in— and every dog you know has his day — my getting forward 
m the Excise would have been an easier business than otherwise it 
will be. Though this was a consummation devoutly to be wished, 
yet, thank Heaven, I can live and rhyme as I am ; and as to my 
boys, poor little fellows! if I cannot place them on as high im 
elevation in life as I could wish, I shall, if I am favoured so mudli 
by the Disposer of events as to see that period, fix them on as broad 
and independent a basis as possible. Among the many wise adages 
which have been treasured up by our Scottish ancestors, this is one 
of the best : Better he the head o* the commonalty than the tail o' the 
gentry. 

But I am got on a subject which, however interesting to me^ is of 
no manner of consequence to you ; so I shall give you a short poem 
on the other page, and close this with assuring you how sincerely I 
have the honour to be, yours^ &€. B. B. 

Dr Moore^s answer to this letter contained some cold criticism 
on Tam o' Shanter and Matthew Henderson^ but on another point 
spoke what all will feel to have been good sense : ' I cannot help 
thinking you imprudent in scattering abroad so many copies of 
your verses. It is most natural to give a few to confidential 
friends, particularly to those who are connected with the subject, 
or who are perhaps themselves the subject; but this ought to be 
done under promise not to give other copies. Of the poem you 
sent me on Queen Mary I refused every sol^tation for copies ; 
but I ^lately saw it in a newspaper. My motive for cautioning 
you on this subject is, that I wish to engage you to collect all 
your fugitive pieces, not already printed, and after they have 
been reconsidered mid polished to the utmost of your power, 
I would have you public them by another subscription ; in 
promoting of which I will exert myself with pleasure.* 

Bums seems never to have been willing to listen to any such 
scheme. To write poetry for the purpose of making money by it 
he regarded with abhorrence ; to publish a second volume of poemi 
like the first was only, he feared, to expose himself to the morti- 
fication of hearing H pronounced inferior. }ie still, as in the old 
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Mossgiel days, * rhymed for fun ; * or if he acknowledged cthet 
motives, they were none of them mercenary. He was ever ready, 
for example, to do what he could to oblige or gratify a friend ; he 
would write in obedience to his own whimsical impulses : above 
all things, he delighted to improve and add to that glorious inheri- 
tance of old songs which his country possessed. At this very 
time — February 8th — the Kev. Mr Baird i wrote to ask him to take 
some trouble in editing the poems of poor Michael Bruce for the 
benefit of his aged and helpless mother — ^begging, moreover, for a 
few poems of Bums's own, to help out the bulk of the Tolume. 
BurnS's answer is highly characteristic : 

TO THB BBV. O. BAIRD. 

Ellislakd, IFebruarif} 1791* 
Eevbrend Sir — ^Why did you, my dear sir, write to me in such a 
hesitating style on the business of poor Bruce 1 Don't I know, and 
have I not felt, the many ills, the peculiar ills, that poetic fl^ is 
heir to 1 You shall have your choice of all the unpublished poems I 
have ; and had your letter had my direction so as to have reached me 
sooner — ^it only came to my hand this moment — I should have directly 
put you out of suspense on the subject. I only ask that some prefa- 
tory advertisement in the book, as well as the subscription-bills, may 
bear, that the publication is solely for the benefit of Brace's mother. 
I would not put it in the power of ignorance to surmise, or malice to 
insinuate, that I clubbed a share in the work from mercenary 
motives. Nor need you give me credit for any remarkable genero- 
sity in my part of the business. I have such a host of peccadil- 
loes, failings^ follies, and backslidings — anybody but myself might 
perhaps give some of them a worse appellation— that by way of 
some balance, however trifling, in the account, I am fain to do any 
good *hat occurs in my very limited power to a fellow-creature, just 
for the selfish purpose of clearing a little the vista of retrospec- 
tion. R. B. 

It nevertheless does not appear that the edition of Bruce sub- 
sequently published contained any poems by Bums. 



TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland, lith March 179L 
If the foregoing piece be worth your strictures, let me have them. 
For my own part, a thing that I have just composed always appears 
through a double portion of that partial medium in which an author 

1 Aitflrwardi FtiDoipal of ib» UnivenUar oCEdiabuii^ 
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wOl ever view his own works. I believe, in genera], novelty has 
something in it that inebriates the fancy, and not unfrequently dissi- 
pates and fames away like other intoxication, and leaves the poor 
patient, as usual, with an aching heart. A striking instance of this 
might be adduced in the revolution of many a hymeneal honeymoon. 
But lest I sink into stupid prose, and so sacnlegiously intrude on 
the office of my parish priest, I shall fill up the page in my own way, 
and give you another song of my late composition, which wUl 
appear perhaps in Johnson's work, as well as the former. 

You must know a beautiful Jacobite air, ' There'll never be peace 
itli Jamie comes hame.' When political combustion ceases to be the 
object of princes and patriots, it then, you know, becomes the lawful 
prey of historians and poets. 

[there'll never be PEA.CE till JAMIE COMES HAME.] 

By yon castle wa', at the close of the day, 

I heard a man sing, though his head it was gray; 

And as he was singing, the tears fast down came — 

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes luime. 

The church is in ruins, the state is in jars : 

Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars; 

We darena weel say 't, though we ken wha's to blame^ 

There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 
And now I greet round their green beds in the yerd. 
It brak the sweet heart of my faithfn' auld dame — 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 
Now life is a burden that bows me down, 
Since I tint my bfums, and he tint his crown ; 
But till my last moments my words are the same— 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame I 

If you like the air, and if the stanzas hit your fancy, yon-eannot 
imagine, my dear friend, how much you would oblige me, if by the 
channs of your delightful voice you would give my hpnest efiusion 
to ' the memory of joys that are past ' to the few friends whom you 
indulge in that pleasure. But I have scribbled on till I hear the 
clock has intimated the near approach of 

That hour, q* nigbt's hlftcic,Ardi the k^ystane. 

So, good-night to you ! Sound be your sleep, and delectable your 
dreams ! Apropos, how do you like this thought in a ballad I have 
just now on the tapis? 

I look to the west when I gae to rest^ 

l^t happy my dreams and my dumbers may be ; 

Far, far in the west is he I loe best, 

The lad that is dear to my babie and me I 

Ck>od-iught once more, and God Uess yon ! B. B. 
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At the close of January, Burns met a serious loss, both sm 
respecting his fortunes and his feelings, in the death of his amiable 
patron James, Earl of Glencaim, who, after returning from a futile 
voyage to Lisbon in search of health, died at Falmouth, in the 
forty-second year of his age. The deep, earnest feeling of gratitude 
which Bums bore towards this noblemMi is highly creditable to 
him. He put on mourning for the earl,*and designed, if possible, 
to attend his funeral in Ayrshire. At a later time, he entered a 
permanent record of his gratitude in the annals of his family, 
by calling a son James Glencaim. In the n^eantime he coia- 
posed a 

I^HENT FOR JAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

^he Wind blew hollow frae the hills, 

By fits tlie sun's departing beam 
Looked on the fading yellow woods 

That waved o'er Lugar's winding stream : 
Beneath a craigy steep, a bard. 

Laden with years and meikle pain, 
In loud lament bewailed his lord. 

Whom death had all untimely ta'en. 

He leaned him to an ancient aik. 

Whose trunk wsus mouldering down with yeaiv^ 
His looks were bleached white with time, 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears; 
And as he touched his trembling harp. 

And as he tuned his doleful sang. 
The winds, lamenting through their c&yeB, 

To echo bore the notes alang : 

* Ye scattered birds that faintly sing. 

The reliques of the vernal quire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a' the winds 

The honours of the aged year ! 
A few short months, and glad and gay, 

Again ye'U charm the ear and e'e; 
But nocht in all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

' I am a bending, aged tree^ 

That long has stood the wind and rain ; 
But now has come a cmel blast, 

And my last hold of earth is gane : 
. Kaeleafo' mine shall greet the spring, 

Kae simmer sun exalt my bloomy 
But I maun He before the storm, 

And itheni plant Uiem in my room* 
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* I've seen sae mony chajogefa* yeara^ 
On earth I ain a strangergrown ; 

I -wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unknowing and unknown : 
Unheard, unpitie^ unrelieved, 

I bear alane my lade o* care, 
For i^ent, low, oa. beds of dust, 

lie g that would my sorrows share. 

* And last (the sum of a' my griefs 1) 
My noble master lies in day ; 

The flower amang our barons bold, 

His country's pride! his country's stay — 
In weary being now I pine. 

For a' the life of life is dead. 
And hope has left my aged ken, 

On forward wing for ever fled. 

* Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

The voice of wo and wild despiur ; 
Awake! resound thy latest lay — 

Then sleep in silence evermair 1 f 

And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

That fiUest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the biu*d « 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest glooou ^ 

* In poyert3^s }ow barren vale 

Thick mists, obscure, involved me round ; 
Though oh I turned the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found : 
Thou found'st me, like the morning sun. 

That melts Uie fogs in limpid air. 
The friendless bard and rustic song 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

* O why has worUi so short a date f 

While villains ripen gray with time ; 
Must thou, the noble, generous^ great^ 

Fall in bold maidiood's hardy pVime ! 
Why did I live to see that day ? 

A day to me so full of wo !— r 
O had I met the mortal shaft 

Which laid my benefactor low| 

* The bridegroom may forget the brid% 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 
The monarch may forget the orovn 
7hat on hill he{|4 m Honf \^ been ; 
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The mother may forget the duld 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 

But I'll remember thee, Glencaim, 
And a' that thou hast done for me ! ' 



LIKES SBNT TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, BART. OP WHITBFOORD, WITH 
THE FOREGOING POEM. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st, 

Who, save thy mind's reproach, nought earthly feftr'st^ 

To thee this Totive offering I impart, 

The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 

The friend thou valued'st, I the patron loved ; 

His worth, his honour, all the world approved. 

We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone. 

And tread the dreary path to that daik world unknown. 

On the same melancholy subject Bums wrote the two following 
letters. The gentleman here addressed was Lord Olencairn's 
factor or Iax4|ragent, and had been instrumental in bringing the 
bard into notice. 

TO MR ALEXANDER DALZELI^ FACTOR, FINDLAYSTON. 

Ellisland, I9th Mar^ 1791. 

Mr DEAR Sir — I liave taken the liberty to frank this letter to 
you, as it encloses an idle poem of mine, which I send you ; and, 
God knows, you may perhaps pay dear enough for it if you read it 
through. Kot that this is my own opinion ; but the author, by the 
time he has composed and corrected his work, has quite pored away 
all his powers of critical discrimination. 

I can easily guess, from my own heart, what you have felt on a 
late most melancholy event. God knows what I have suffered at 
the loss of my best fnend, my first and dearest patron and benefactor ; 
the man to whom I owe all that I am and have! I am gone into 
mourning for him, and with'more sincerity of grief than I fear some 
will, who, by nature's ties, ought to feel on the occasion. 

I will be exceedingly obliged to you, indeed, to let me know the 
news of the noble family, how the poor mother and the two sisters 
support their loss. I had a packet of poetic bagateUee ready to 
send to Lady Betty when I saw the fetal tidings in the newspaper. 
I see, by the same channel, that the honoured remains of my noble 
patron are designed to be brought to the family burial-place. Dare 
I trouble you to let me know privately before the day of interment^ 
that I may cross the country, and Bteal among the crowd, to pay a 
tear to the last sight of my ever-revered benefector I It will oblige 
me beyond expression R. B. 
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TO LjLDY E. CUNNINGHAM.! 

Mr Ladt — ^I would, as usual, have avuled myself of the privilege 
your goodness has allowed me, of sending you anything I compose in 
my poetical way ; but as I had resolved, so soon as the shock of my 
irreparable loss would allow me, to pay a tribute to my late bene- 
factor, I determined to make that the &rst piece I should do myself 
the honour of sending you. Had the wing of my fancy been equal 
to the ardour of my heart, the enclosed had been much more worthy 
your perusal : as it is, I beg leave to lay it at your ladyship's feet.^ 
As all the world knows my obligations to the late Earl of Glencaun, 
I would wish to shew, as openly, that my heart glows, and shall ever 
glow, with the most grateful sense and remembrance of his lordship's 
goodness. The sables I did myself the honour to wear to his lord- 
ship's memory were not the ' mockery of wo.' Nor shall my 
gratitude perish with me ! If among my children I shall have a son 
that has a heart, he shall hand it down to his child as a family honour 
and a family debt, that my dearest existence I owe to the noble 
house of Glencaim! 

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think the poem may 
venture to see the light, I would, in some way or other, give it to 
the world. B. B. 

In the latter part of March, Boms had the misfortune to come 
down with his horse and break his right arm. Janet Little, 
the poetical milkmaid, had come to see him, and was waiting at 
Ellisland when the bard returned in the disabled state to wWch 
he had been reduced by the accident. She has related in 
simple verse her own painful alarm when the sad intelligence 
resounded through his hall, the sympathy with which she 
r^arded the tears of his affectionate Jean, and the double embar* 
rassment she experienced in greeting at such a crisis the illus- 
trious poet whom she had formerly trembled to meet at all.^ In 
the course of a few weeks he was so far recovered as to write 
with his own hand. 

TO MBS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, '^th {,AprU] 179L 

Wbbn I tell you, madam, that by a fall, not from my horse, but 

with my horse, I have been a cripple some time, and that this is the 

first day my arm and hand have been able to serve me in writing, 

you wUl allow that it is too good an apology for my seemingly 

I Sister of the recently deceased, and of the then existing, EarlB of Glenoaixn. 
Her ladyship died unmarried, August 18(M. 
» The poem enclosed was the LametUfor Jama, Earl of Oleneaim, 
« Contemporaries of Buns, p. 8S. 
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ungratefol silence. I am now getting better, and am able to rhyme 
a litUe, which impliee some tolerable ease, as I cannot think that the 
most poetic genius is able to compose on the rack. 

I do not remember if ever I menticmed to you my having an idea 
of composing an elegy on the late Miss Bmnet of Monboddo. I had 
the honour of being pretty well acquainted with her, and have 
seldom felt so much at the loss of an acquaintance, as when I heard 
that so amiable and accomplished a piece of God's work was no 
more. I have, as yet, gone no farther than the following fragment, 
of which please let me have your opinion. You know that elegy is 
a subject so much exhausted, that any new idea on the business is 
not to be expected : 'tis well if we can place an old idea in a new 
light. How &r I have succeeded as to this last, you will judge from 
what follows: • • • 

I have proceeded no farther. 

Tour kind letter, with your kind remeTnhrance of your godson, 
came safe. This last, madam, is scarcely what my pride can bear. 
As to the little fellow,^ he is, partiality apart^ the finest boy I have 
for a long time seen. He is now seventeen months old, has the 
small'pox and measles over, has cut several teeth, and never had a 
grain of doctors' drugs in his boWels. 

I am truly happy to hear that the * little floweret* is blooming so 
fresh and fair, and that the * mother plant' is rather recovering her 
drooping head. Soon and well may her * cruel wounds' be healed ! 
I have written thus far with a good deal of difficulty. When I get 
a little abler, you shidl hear fiurtiier frt>m, madam, yomns^ 

B.B. 

Very soon after, Mrs Boms brought her husband a third son, 
on whom the appdlation of William Nicol was conferred — an indi- 
vidual who has since passed thrdugh an honourable military career 
in India, and is now recognised as Lieutenant-Colonel Bums. 



TO UBS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, im AprU 179L 
I AM once more able, my honoured friend, to return you, with my 
own hand, thanks for the many instances of your friendship, and 
particularly for your kind anxiety in this last disaster that my evil 
genius had in store for me. However, life is chequered— joy and 
sorrow — ^for on Saturday morning last [the 9th], ^in Bums made 
me a present of a fine boy ; rather stouter, but not so handsome as 
your godson was at his time of life. Indeed, I look on your little 
aamosake to be my chefd^CBUvre in that spedes of manufacture, as I 

1 The infont, Francis Wallace Boras, tlie potVu second son. 
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look OB Tarn o* Shanter to be my staBdard perfbrmanoe in the 
poetical line. 'Tis true, both the one and the other discoyer a spice 
of roguish wagfgery, that might perhaps be as well spared; but then 
they also shew, in my opinion,, a force of genius, and a finishing 
polish, that I despair of ever excelling. Mrs Bums is getting stout 
again, and laid as lustily about her to-day at breakfast as a reaper 
from the com-ridge. That is the peculiar privilege and blessing of 
our hale, sprightly damsels, that are breid among the hdy and hecSher, 
We cannot hope for that highly • polished mind, that charming 
delicacy of soul, which is found among the female world in the more 
elevated stations of life, and which is certainly by fax the most 
bewitching charm in the famous ceetus of Venus. It. is indeed such 
an inestimable treasure, that where it can be had in its native 
heavenly purity, unstained by some one or other of the many shades 
of affectation, and unalloyed by some one or other of the many 
^>ecies of caprice, I declare to Heaven I should think it cheaply 
purcbased at t^ expense of every other earthly good I But as this 
ang^c creature is, I am afraid, extremely rare in any station and 
rank of life, and totally denied to such an humUe one as mine, we 
meaner mortals must put up with the next rank of female excellence ; 
— BB fine a figure and face we can produce as any rank of life what- 
ever; rustic, native grace; unaffected modesty and unsullied purity; 
nature's mother-wit, and Uie rudiments of taste ; a simplicity of soul, 
unsuspicious of, because unacquainted with, the crooked ways of a 
selfish, interested, disingenuous world; and the dearest charm of all 
the resi—a yielding sweetness of disposition, and a generous warmth 
of hearty grateful for love on our part, and ardently glowing with 
a more than equal return : these, with a healthy frimie, a sound, 
vigorous constitution, which your higher ranks can scarcely ever hope' 
to enjoy, are the charms of lovely wcmian in my humble walk of life. 
This is the greatest efibrt my broken arai has yet made. Do let me 
hear, by first post, how cher petit Monsiewr^ comes on with his small- 
pox. May Ahnighty goodness preserve and restore him I K. B. 

Mr Alexander Eraser Tytler, son of the Mr William Tytler 
with whom Bums had previously corresponded, held an eminent 
place among the literati of Edinburgh, on account of his leuning 
and taste, althbngh none of his many writings had attained a 
high degree of popularity. Mr Tjrtler, having seen Tcm 6* 
Shanter, was so much pleased with it that he immediately wrote 
to the poet a letter, which, coming from such a quarter, must 
have been truly gratifying to him : — 

EoiMBUROB, 12th March 1791. 
Dear Sir — Mr Hill yesterday put into my hands a sheet of 
Cfrose^s Antiqudties, containing a poem of yours entitled Tarn <f 
Shanter: a tale. The very high pleasure I have received from tfa« 

1 Mm nenri'i ehild, and tiM gtaodohUd of Mn Pnnkp. 
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peruBal of tlus admirable piece,! fed, demands the warmest acknoir- 
ledgments. Hill tells me he is to send off a packet for yon this 
day ; I cannot resist, therefore, putting on paper what I must have 
told you in person had I met with you after the recent perusal of 
your tale — which is, that I feel I owe you a debt, which, if undis- 
charged, would r^roach me with ingratitude. I have seldom in my 
life tasted of higher enjo3rment from any work of genius than I have 
received from this composition; and I am much mistaken if this 
poem alone^ had you never written another syllable, would not 
have been sufficient to have transmitted your name down to 
posterity with high reputation. In the introductory part, where 
you paint the character of your hero, and exhibit him at the 
alehouse ingU^ with his tippling cronies, you have delineated nature 
with a humour and nalveU that would do honour to Matthew 
Prior; but when you describe the infernal orgies of the witches' 
sabbath, and the hellish scenery in which they are exhibited, yon 
display a power of imagination that Shakspeare himself could not 
have exceeded. I know not that I have ever met with a picture 
of more horrible fancy than the following: — 

* Coffins stood round, like open presses. 
That shawed the dead in their last drosses ; 
And, by some devilish cantrip slight, 
Each in its cauld hand held a light.* 

But when I come to the succeeding lines my blood ran cold within 
me — 

' A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain son of life bereft, 
The gray hairt yet slack to the he/L* 

And here, after the two foUowii^ lines, ' Wi' mair o' horrible and 
awfuV &C., the descriptive part might perhaps have been better 
closed than the four lines which succeed, which, though good in 
themselves, yet, as they derive all their merit from the saUre they 
contain, are here rather misplaced among the circumstances of pure 
horror.^ The initiation of the young witch is most happily de- 
scribed — ^the effect of her charms exhibited in the dance of Satan 
himself— the apostrophe, * Ah little thought thy rev^end grannie 1 ' — 
the transport of Tam, who forgets his situation, and enters com- 
pletely into the spirit of the scene — are all features of high merit 
in this excellent composition. The only fskult it possesses is, that 
the winding-up, or conclusion of the story, is not commensurate to 
the interest which is excited by the descriptive and characteristic 
painting of the preceding parts. The preparation is fine, but the 

1 The four lines were as follow :— 

* Throe lawyers' tongues turned inside out, 
Wi' lies seemed like a beggar's clout ; 
And priests' hearts rotten, black as mutdc, 
Lay stinking, vile, in every neuk.' 
The poet expunged them. In obedience to the reoonHnendat>ion of Ifr l^tlcr. 
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result is not adequate. But for this perhaps you have a good 
apology — ^you stick to the popular tale. 

And now that I have got out my mind, and feel a little relieved 
of the weight of that deht I owed you, let me end this desultory 
scroll by an advice: — ^You have proved your talent for a species of 
composition in which but a very few of our own poets have succeeded. 
Go on — write more tales in the same style — ^you will eclipse Prior 
and La Fontaine; for with equal wit, equal power of numbers, 
and equal nalvet6 of expression, you have a bolder aud more 
vigorous imagination. A. F. T. 

' You have delineated nature with a humour and naivety that 
would do honour to Matthew Prior.' It certainly would I 



TO A. F. TYTLEK, ESQ. 

EuuiiLAND ZAprU] 1781. 
Sir — ^Nothing less than the unf<H*tunate accident I have met with 
could have prevented my grateful acknowledgments for your letter. 
His own favourite poem, and thset an essay in the walk of the Muses 
entirely new to him, where consequently his hopes and fears were 
on the most anxious alarm for his success in the attempt — to have 
that poem so much applauded by one of the first judges, was the 
most delicious vibration that ever thrilled along the heart-strings of 
a poor poet. However, Providence, to keep up the proper propor- 
tion of evil with the good, which it seems is necessary in this sub- 
limary state, thought proper to check my exultation by a very serious 
misfortune. A day or two after I received your letter, my horse 
came down with me and broke my right arm. As this is the first 
service my arm has done me since its disaster, I find myself unable 
to do more than just, in general terms, thank you for this additional 
instance of your pafa^nage and friendship. As to the foults you 
detected in the piece, they are truly there ; one of them, the hit at 
the lawyer and priest, I shall cut out : as to the filing off in the 
catastrophe, for the reason you justly adduce, it cannot easily be 
remedied. Tour approbation, sir, has given me such additional 
spirits to persevere in this species of poetic composition, that I am 
already revolving two or three stories in my &ncy. If I can bring 
these floating ideas to bear any kind of embodied form, it will give 
me an additional opportunity of assuring you how much I have the 
honour to be, &c« B. B. 

While confined with his broken arm, Bums had the pleasure of 
receiving a valuable mark of that regard with which a common 
Jacobitism had in^ired Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, in the 
form of a snuff-box, containing on the lid a beautiful mkiiatura 
of Queen Mary. 
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TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE. 



Ezi.ishANj>,Uih April V^L 
Mt Ladt— Nothing less than the unlaoky accident of having 
lately broken my right arm could have prevented me, the moment I 
received your laidyship's elegant present by Mrs Miller, from return- 
ing you my warmest and most grateful acknowledgments. I assure 
your ladyship I shall set it £^>art — ^the symbols of religion shall only 
be more sacred. In the moment of poetic composiiion Uie box 
shall be my inspiring genius. When I would breathe the compre- 
hensive wish of benevolence for the happiness of others, I shall 
recollect your ladyship; when I would interest my fancy in the 
distresses incident to humanity, I ^all remember the unfortunate 
Mary. R. B. 

Many years after, one of the poet's sons,, having taken this 
box with him to India, had the misfortune to damage the portrait 
irreparably in leaping on board a vessel. 

Before Bums had been long recovered from the fell by which 
his arm was broken, he seems to have met with a new misfortune 
of the same kind, which, however, only sent him to his chamber 
with a bruised leg. He had aboftt the same time finally decided 
to give up his farm, a step which he deemed necessary in 
order to escape ruin, and to which he was of course the less 
averse, as he was now led to expect speedy promotion in the 
Excise. 



TO MB FBTRB HILL, EDINBURGH. 

[Summer, 1791.3 
My dear Friend — ^I was never mcH'e unfit for writing. A poor 
devil, nailed to an elbow-chair, writhing in anguish with a bruised 
leg laid on a stool before himy is in a fine situation truly for sayii^ 
bright things. 

I may perhaps see you about Martinmas. I have sold to my 
landlord the lease of my ferm, and as I roup off eveiything then, I 
have a mind to take a week's excursion to see old«equaintajQce. At 
all events you may reckon on [payment of] your account about that 
time. So much for business. I do not know if I ever informed you 
that I am now got ranked on the list as a tsopervisor, and I have 
pretty good reason to believe that I shall soon be called out to 
employment. The appointment is worth from one to two hundred 
a year, according to the place of the country in which one is settled. 
I have not been so lucky in my farming. Mr Miller's kindness has 
been just such another as Creech's was : 
• * His meddling ranity, a buqr ^ond. 

Still making work bis selfiBh craft must mend.' 

By the way^I have taken vengeance on Crepph. Ho wrote me n fine^ 
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fair letter, telling me^that he was going to print a third edition ; and 
as he had a brother's care of my fame, he wished to add every new 
thing I have written since, and I should be amply rewarded with — 
a copy or two to present to my friends. He has sent me a copy of 
ihe last edition ^ to correct, &c. But I have as yet taken no notice of 
it; and I hear he has published without me. You know, and all 
my friends know, that I do not value mon^; but I owed the 
gentleman a deb(^ which I am happy to have it in my power to 
repay. 

Farewell, and prosperity attend all your undertakings ! I shall 
try, if my unlucky limb would give me a little ease, to write yon a 
letter a Uttle better worth reading. R. B. 

If we would see the entire Boms, we must hear such sentiments 
as these which he avows respecting Miller and Creech, as well as 
listen to his meek epistles to Mrs Dunlop. Some will think the 
vengeance he speaks ({f was after all a gentle one, as from an 
irate poet against a publisher. 



TO 

Ellislaitd, 1791. 

Bear Sir — 1 am exceedingly to blame in not writing you long 
ago ; but the truth is, that I am the most indolent of all human 
beings, and when I matriculate in the Herald's Office, I intend that 
my supporters shall be two sloths, my crest a slow-worm, and the 
Vnotto, 'Beil tak the foremost.' So much by way of apology for not 
thanking you sooner for your kind execution of my commission. 

I woidd have sent you the poem ; but somehow or other it found 
its way into the public papers, where you must have seen it. I am 
ever, dear sir, yours sincerely, R. B. 



TO MB CUNNINOHAH. 

nth Jitne 1791. 
Let me interest you, my dear Cunningham, in*behalf of the 
gentleman who waits on you with this. He is a Mr Clarke of Moffat, 
principal schoolmaster there, and is at present suffering severely 
under the persecution of one or two powerful individuals of his 
employers. He is accused of harshness to boys that were placed 

1 Creech advertised a new edition of Bctms*8 Poems in July 1790. In September 
1791, Mr Davies wrote to Mr Creech : ' Mr Cadell says he believes he wrote yoi^ 
about the new edition of Bnms's Poems ; but in case he has not, he bids me tell 
you, sir, that he recommends 1000 to be printed in 2 vols, crown 8vo, on a fint 
wove paper, and that it be finiahed in two or three months, in time for his sale.* 
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under his care. God help the teacher, if a man of sensibility and 
genius — and such is my friend Clarke — when a booby father presents 
him with his booby son, and inmsts on lighting up the rays of science 
in^a fellow's head whose skull is impervious and inaccessible by any 
other way than a positive fracture with a cudgel : a fellow whom, in 
fact, it savours of impiety to attempt making a scholar of, as he has 
been marked a blockhead in the book of fate at the Almighty fiat 
of his Creator. 

The patrons of Moffat School are the ministers, magistrates, and 
town-council of Edinbur^ ; and as the business comes now before 
them, let me beg my dearest friend to do everything in his power to 
serve the interests of a man of genius and worth, and a man whom 
I particularly respect and esteem. You know some good fellows 
among the magistracy and council ; but particularly you have much 
to say with a reverend gentleman to whom you h&ve the honour of 
being very nearly related, and whom this country and age have had 
the honour to produce. I need not name the historian of Charles Y .^ 
I tell him, through the medium of his nephew's influence, that Mr 
Clarke is a gentleman who will not disgrace even his patronage. I 
know the merits of the cause thoroughly, and say it, that my friend 
is falling a sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance, and . . . 

God help the children of dependence ! Hated and persecuted by 
their enemies, and too often, aJas ! almost unexceptionably, received 
by their friends with disrespect and reproach, under the thin disguise 
of cold civility and humiliating advice. O to be a sturdy savage^ 
stalking in the pride of his independence, amid the solitary wilds oi 
his deserts, rather than in civilised life helplessly to tremble for a 
subsistence, precarious as the caprice of a fellow-creature 1 Every 
man has his virtues, and no man is without his failings ; and curse 
on that privileged plain-dealing of friendsliip which, in the hour of 
my calamity, cannot reach forth the helping-hand without at the same 
time pointing out those failings, and apportioning them their share 
in procuring my present distress. My friends — for such the world 
calls ye, and such ye think yourselves to be — ^pass by my virtues if 
you please, but do also sp^ my follies : the first will witness ia 
my breast for themselves, and the last will give pain enough to the 
ingenuous mind without you. And since deviating more or less 
from the paths of propriety and rectitude must be incident to human 
nature, do thou. Fortune, put it in my power, always from myself and 
of myself, to V&ar the consequence of those errors ! I do not want 
to be independent that I may sin, but I want to be independent in 
my sinning. 

To return in this rambling letter to the subject I set out with, let 
me recommend my friend Mr Clarke to your acquaintance and 
good offices — his worth entitles him to the one, uid his gratitude 
will merit the other. I long much to hear from you. Adieu 1 

B. B. 

> Mr Cwpningham wa» nephew to Dr BdbMrteoB> 
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There is something arresting in this letter. While merely 
recommending a persecuted schoolmaster to a friend's protection, 
thus to launch out into a general apology for hurtful failings, and 
an indignant protest against the friendship which Vould preach 
upon them even while redeeming their consequences, powerfully 
claims our attention amidst the obscurity which prevails regarding 
the details of Bums^s private life and the varying current of his 
feelii^ at different times. We know that the poet was now 
convinced that his farming scheme was a failure, and that much 
of the little capital arising from the profits of his poems was 
irretrievably gone. But the suffering from that cause could never, 
alone, have wrung from him such an outpouring of bitter feeling. 
It is the more remarkable as the commencement of « series of 
such tirades which extended at intervals through the remainder of 
his life. From this time forth, indeed, we are to see a chronic 
exasperation of spirit affecting the life and conversation of the 
luckless bard. We get but slight and casual glimpses of the 
cause of all this acrimony ; but I am assured that it would be a 
great mistake to attribute it wholly, or in any considerable part, 
to a mere jarrmg between the sensitive spirit of the poet and the 
rude contact of the worldly scene into which he was plunged. 
Bums did not want for a certain worldly wisdom and hardiness. 
His poetical powers had not in themselves exposed him to 
any serious evils. On the contrary, Jie was indebted to them for 
any advance in the social scene which he ever made, and even for 
such endowments of fortune as had befallen him. Neither was 
Bums so unworthily regarded by either high or low in his own 
day and place, as to have much occasion for complaint on that 
score. On the contrary, he had obtained the respectful regard 
of many of the very choicest men and women of his country. 
Whffliever he appeared in aristocratic circles, his acknowledged 
genius and the charms of his conversation gave him a distinction 
not always readily yielded to mere wealth and rank. Ko, we 
have to look elsewhere for an explanation of the mystery : it 
seems to have mainly lain in the reckless violence of some of his 
passions, by the consequences of which he was every now and 
then exposed to humiliations galling to his pride. It was a refuge 
to his wounded feelings to suppose that these passions were 
essentially connected with his poetical character. But we shall 
have hereafter to consider this subject more fully. 

There is a condition of great suffering, when, though the 
main source of grief cannot be spoken of, smaller evils will 
be denoimced with a superfluity of splenetic efiusion not a little 
startling to the bystander. Bums appears about this time to 
have been subjected, eiHa&c in public or private, to a searching 
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hypercritlcism, probably of a kind beneath his notiee* The fcUr 
lowing fragment was perhaps designed as part of a private reply 
to the critic : — 

[literary scolding.] 

Thou eunuch of langnage : thon Englishman, who never was flouth 
the Tweed: thou servile echo of feshionable barbarisms: thou 
quack, vending Uie nostrums of enq>iricttl elocution : thou marriage- 
maker between vowels and consonants, on the Gretna Green of 
caprice : thou cobbler, botching the flimsy socks of bombast oratory : 
thou blacksmith, hammering the rivets of absurdity : thou butcher, 
imbruing thy hands in the bowels of orthography : thou arch-heretic 
in pronunciation : thou pitch - pipe of affected emphasis : thou 
carpenter, mortising the awkward joints of jarring sentences : thou 
squeaking dissonance of cadence : thou pimp of gender : thou Lion 
Herald to silly etymology : thou antipode of grammar : thou execu* 
doner of construction : thou brood of the speech-distracting bmlders 
of the Tower of Bahel : thou lingual concision worse confounded : 
thou scape-gallows from the land of syntax : thou Bcavenger of n|ood 
and tense : thou murderoua accoucheur of infant learning : thou 
ifffiia faiuvSf misleading the i^ps of benighted ignorance : thou 
pickle - herring in the puppet-show of nonsense: thou faithful 
recorder of barbarous idiom : thou persecutor of syllabication : thou 
baleful meteor, foretelling and facilitating the rapid approach of Kox 
and Erebus.^ 

The same petty subject of resentment rides through an epistle 
to his patron Graham, while in reality his anguished bosom 
acknowledged deeper sources of wo : — 

THIRD BPISTLB TO MR GRAHAM OF FINTRY. 

iSutnmer, ITSl.] 
Late crippled of an aom, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg : 
DuU, listless, teased, dejected, and depres^ 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest) ; 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ! 
(It soothes poor misery, hearkening to her tale), 
And hear him curse the light he first surveyed. 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade ? 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature ! I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal t complain. 

I This singular compoeition made its appearance in the Gentleman** MagashM 
for August 1832, without date or signature. The original manuscript was in tiie 
PoflseBsion of the late Mr Andrew Henderson, sui^geon, Berwick-upon-Tweed, cue vi 
the sons of the iZoftf-tedL 
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The lion and the bull thj care have fonhd. 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground : 
Thou giv'st the ass his hide, the mail his shell, 
Th' envenomed wasp, victorious, guards his e^ ; 
Thy minions, kings, defend, control, devour. 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power ; 
Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles insure: 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure ; 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes are snug; 
Ev'n silly woman luus her warlike arts, 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded ^pear and darts ; — 
But, oh 1 thou bitter stepmother and hard. 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard I 
A thing unteachable in world's skill. 
And half an idiot, too, more helpless still : 
No heels to bear him from the opening dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No horns, but those by luckless H3rmen worn, 
And those, akwl not Amalthea's horn : 
No nerves olfactory. Mammon's trusty cur, 
Clad in rich dulness' comfortable fur ; — 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride, 
Hebears the unbroken blast from every side : 
** Yampyre booksellers drain him to the hearty 

And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

Critics I — appalled I ventare on the name, 
Those cut-throat bandita in the paths of fame : 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes!^ 
He hiEtcks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton malice wrung^ 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung ; 
«> EUs well-won bays, tl^ Hfe itself more dear, 

By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig must wear: 
Foiled, bleeding, tortured, in the unequal strife, 
The hapless poet flounders on through life ; 
Till fled each hope that once ^ bosom fired. 
And fled each muse that glorious once inspired. 
Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age, 
Bead, ev^i res^itment, for his injured page. 
He heeds or feels no more ^e ruthless critic's rage ! 

8o, by some hedge, the generous steed deceased. 
For halfHBtarved snarling curs a dainty feast : 
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone. 
Lies senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 

1 Allnding to the eminent anatomijrt, Frofeseor Alexander Monro, of tlie Edia' 
bdirgb TTniTeiftty. 
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dnhiteis ! |iiortioii of t^e truly bleit 1 
Odm sheltered haven of eternal rest ! 

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantlii^ high she fiUs the golden cup, 
W^th sober selfish ease they sip it up >: - 
Conscious the bounteous meed they w^ deserve^ 
They only wonder * some folks* do not starve. 
The grave sage hem thus easy picks tils frog. 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 
And through disastrous night they darkling grop^ 
"With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude that * fools are fijP^une's care.* 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 
Not so the idle Muses' mad-c^ train, 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell. 
By turns in soaring heaven or vaidted hdl. 

1 dread thee, fate, relentless and severe. 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's ffearl 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost, 
Glencaim, the truly noble, lies in dust ; 
(Fled, like the sun eclipsed as noon appears, 
And left us darkling in a world of teu^ :) 

O hear my ardent, grateful, selfish prayer I — 
Fintry, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Through a long life his hopes and wishes crown. 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path. 
Give energy to life, and soothe his latest breath, 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death! 

As the summer moved on, Burns seems to have recovered fiom 
both bruises and vexations, and to have regained some degree 
of equanimity. 

TO [MB PETER HILL.] 

[DUMFBIBS, im JulM 1791.»] 

Mt dear Friend — I take Glenriddel's kind ofier of a comer f<Mr 
a postscript to you, though I have nothing particular to tell you. It 
is with the greatest pleasure I leam from all hands, and particularly 
from your warm friend and patron, the Laird here, that you are 
going on, spreading and thriving like the palm-tree that shades the 
fragrant vale in Sie Holy Land of the Prophet May the richest 

^TlMdatei0iiippUsdiiiadifRw«nthaBcL A post-maric indicatos * Ju. 14.* 
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jaioes ftom beneath, and the dews of heaven from above, foster 
your root and refresh your branches, until you be as conspicuous 
among your fi^ows as the stately Goliah towering over the little 
pigmy Philistines around him ! Amen, so be it ! ! ! 

R.B. 

At this time we have a picturesqae presentment of Boms from 
the pen of Dr Currie : — * In the summer of 1791 two English 
gentlemen, who had before met with him in Edinburgh, paid a 
visit to him at Ellisland. On calling at the house, they were 
informed that he had walked out on the banks of the river ; and 
dismounting from their horses, they proceeded in search of him. 
On a rock that projected into the stream, they saw a man employed 
in angli^ig, of a singular appearance. He had a cap made of a 
fox^s skin on his head, a loose greatcoat fixed round him by a 
belt, frx>m which depended an enormous Highland broadsword. It 
was Bums. He received them with great cordiality, and asked 
them to share his humble dinner — an invitation which they 
accepted. On the table they found boiled beef, with vegetables, 
and barley-broth, after the manner of Scotland, of which they 
partook heartily. After dinner, the bard told them ingenuously 
that he had no wine to offer them — ^notliing better than Highland 
whisky, a bottle of which Mrs Bums set on the board. He 
produced at the same time his punch-bowl, made of Inverary 
ms^-ble ; and, mixing the spirit with water and sugar, filled their 
glasses, and invited them to drink.^ The travellers were in 
haste, and, besides, the flavour of the whisky to their suthron 
palates was scarcely tolerable ; but the generous poet offered them 
his best, and his ardent hospitality they found it impossible to 
resist. Bums was in his happiest mood, and the charms of his 
conversation were altogether fa>scinating. ^ He ranged over a great 
Tariety of topics, illuminating whatever he touched. He related 
the tales of his infancy and of his youth ; he recited some of the 
gayest and some of the tenderest of his poems : in the wildest of 
his strains of mirth he threw in some touches of melancholy, and 
spread around him the electric emotions of his powerful mind. 
The Highland whisky improved in its flavour ; the marble bowl 
•WBB again and again emptied and replenished ; the guests of our 
poet forgot the flight of time and the dictates of pmdence : at 
the hour of midnight they lost their way in returning to Dumfries, 

1 The bowl hero referred to was formed of lapis-oUaritt the stone of which Inve- 
rary Castle is built. It was &shioaed by the hands of Mr Armour of Mauchline, 
ftod presented by him as a marriage-gift to his fiunous son-in-law. After the poet's 
death, it fell into the hands of Mr Alexander Cunningham of Edinburgh, from 
which again it pcMsed to those of Mr Hastie, representative of Paisley in several 
parUameBto, who is said to have lefiised three hundred goineaa f»r it, a torn that 
would have set Bwtti OB hli Isgi te ev«r f 
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and could scftroely distingaiMi it when assiBted by the moniiiig*ii 
dawn.'^ 



TO MR THOMAS 8L0AN. 

Ellisland, 1st Sept. 1791. 

Mt dear Sloan— Suspense is worse than disi^pomtment; for that 
reason I hurry to tell you that I just now learn that Mr Ballantine 
does not choose to interfere more in the business. I am truly sorry 
for it» but cannot help it. 

Ton blame me for not writing you sooner; but you will please to 
rec(^ect that you omitted one little necessary piece of information 
— ^yonr address. 

However, yon know equally well my hurried life^ indolent temper, 
and strength of attachment. It must be a longer period than the 
longest life * in the world's hale and undegenerate days,' that will 
make me forget so dear a friend as Mr Sloan. I am prod^^ enough 
at times, but I will not part with such a treasure as that 

I can easily enter into the embarraa of your present situation. Yon 
know my favourite quotation from Young— 



* On Reason boild Rcsoi.tb ! 



That column of true maj«rty inxnan*' 

And that other favourite one from Thomson's Alfred — 

* "What proves the hero truly omiUl*, 
If, never, never to despair.' 

Or, shall I quote you an author of your acquaintance f 

'— — * Whether noiito, surFXRiNo, or FomBCARiNO, 
Toa may do mlraolee by— pbrsstbrimo.* t 

I have nothing new to tell you. The few friends we have are 
going on in the old way. I sold my crop on this day se'en-night, and 
sold it very well. A guinea an acre, on an average, above value. 
But such a scene of drunkenness was hardly ever seen in this countty. 
After the roup was over, about thirty people engaged in a battle, 
every man for his own himd, and fought it out for three hours. Nor 
was the scene much better in the house. Ko fighting, indeed, but 
folks lying drunk on the flo<Hr, and decanting, until both my dogs 
got so drunk by attending ^lem that they could not stand. Yoa 
will easily guess how I enjoyed the scene, as I was no farther over 
than you used to see me. 

Mrs B. and family have been in Ayrshire these many weeks. 

Farewell I and Qod bless you, my dear friend! R. R 

> Given from the iaformatloii of one of the party. 
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The reader must not suppose that Bums had given any special 
encouragement to the glass at the sale of his crop. It was the 
custom on such occasions to produce a quantity of whisky or 
some similar liquor, from which the persons attending the sale 
were expected to help themselves at discretion. The commcHi 
belief wasy that without this attraction there might be a difficulty 
in assembling a company, and that without such a stimulus to 
bidding the stock would go off at prices beneath its value. Such 
matters are usually left to the auctioneer, and probably on this 
occasion our poet was passive in all respects but that of an observer 
of self-degraded human nature. There is seldom any excess now- 
a-days ; but still the botde never fails to appear side b^ side with 
the auctioneer. 

The Earl of Buchan, whose connection with the Glencaim 
fomHy gave him a claim on Bums^s consideration which he could 
never have derived from his own character, was at this time con- 
templating one of the puerile fStes for which he had so restless a 
propensity, the ostensible object being the inauguration of a 
temple built to Thomson the poet on Ednam Hill, while the true 
cne was the glorification of the Earl of Bnchan. His lordship 
wrote to Bums, requesting his presence on the occasion, and 
suggesting that he should * go across the country, and meet the 
Tweed at the nearest point to his farm — ^and wandering along the 
pastoral banks of Thomson^s pure parent stream, catch inspiration 
on the devious walk, till he finds Lord Buchan sitting on the 
ruins of Dryburgh. There,^ he adds, * the Commendator [for so 
he considered himself, as being the successor of the ancient abbots] 
win give him [Bums] a hearty welcome, and try to light his lamp 
at the pure flame of native genius upon the altar of Caledonian 
virtue !' Bums gave a courteous and conceding answer : 

TO THE EAKL^F BUCHAIT. 

Ellisland, i&pUmber] 1790. 
Mt Lord — ^Language sinks under the ardour of my feelings when 
I wouki thank your lordship for the honour you have done me in 
inviting me to make one at the coronation of the bust of Thomson. 
In my first ehthusiasm in reading the card you did me the honour 
y^u-ite me, I overlooked every obstacle, and determined to go ; but 
l^Rr it will not be in my power. A week or two's absence, in the 
very middle of my harvest, is what I much doubt I dare not venture 
on. I once already made a pilgrimage up the whole course of the 
Tweed,^ and fondly would I take the same delightful journey doton 
the windings of that delightful stream. 

> In rtality, only to Innerleithen. 

m. I 
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Your lordship hints at an ode for the occasion ; bnt who woald 
write after Collins! I read over his verses to the memory of 
Thomson, and despaired. I got indeed to the length of three or four 
stanzas, in the way of address to the shade of the bard, on crowning 
his bust. I shall trouble your lordship with the subjoined copy of 
them, which, I am afraid, will be but too convincing a proof how 
unequal 1 am to the task. However, it affords me an opportunity of 
approaching your lordship, and declaring how sincerely and gratefully 
I have the honour to be, &c. B. B, 



ADDRESS TO THR SHADE OF THOMSOiry 
ON CEOWNING HIS BUST AT EDNAH, ROXBUBOHSHIBB, WITH B1T& 

While virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, * 

Unfolds her tender mantle green. 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood. 

Or tunes iBolian straiiiB betwe«i : 

While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shade^ 

Yet oft» delighted, stops to tou» 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Autumn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head. 
And sees, with self-approving mind. 

Each creature on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter ra^^es o'er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows. 

Bousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet Poet of the year 1 

ShaU bloom thaMn*eath thou well hast won ; 

While Scotia, with exulting tear. 
Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 

Bums, in looking into Collins for his verses to thc^ memory of 
Thomson, had probably glanced at the same poet^s exquisite ^^ 
to Evening^ for the three concluding verses are manifestly imit|^ , 
in this address: 

* While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont^ 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve: 
While Summer loves to sport 
Beneath thy liogering Ught : 
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While Mllow Atttomn fills th j cap with VoAvet, 
Or Winter, j^iing through the troublous air. 

Affrights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rule. 
Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace^ 
•Thy gentlest influence own, 
And love thy fSarourite name V 



TO COLONEL FULL1.BT0N, OF FULLARTON.^ 

■ Ellisland, October 3, 179L 

Bin — ^I have jost this minute got the frank, and next minute must 
send it to post ; else I purposed to have sent you two or three other 
bagatelles that might have amused a vacant hour, about as weU as 
Six ExceUerU New Songt^ or the Aberdeen PrognosticaHona for the 
Tear to come? I shall probably trouble you soon with another 
packet : about the gloomy month of November, when the people of 
England hang and drown themselves, anything generally is better 
than one's own thoughts. 

Fond as I may be of my own productions, it is not for their sake 
that I am so anxious to send you them. I am ambitious, covetously 
ambitious, of being known to a gentleman whom I am proud to call 
my countryman \^ a gentleman, who was a foreign ambassadoras soon 
as he was a man, and a leader of armies as soon as he was a soldier, 
and that with an 6daJt unknown to the usual minions of a court— men 
who, with all the adventitious advantages of princely connections 
and princely fortunes, must yet, like the caterpillar, labour a whole 
lifetime before they reach the wished-for height, there to roost a 
stupid chrysalis, and doze out the remaining glimmering existence 
of old age. 

If the genUemaa that accompanied you when you did me the 
honour of calling on me, is with you, I beg to be respectfully remem- 
l^red to him. I have the honour to be your highly obliged, and 
most devoted humble servant, R. B. 

Boms had become acquainted, probably at Friars* Carse, with 

1 This gentleman, it will be recollected, is honourably mentioaed in Th4 
VMon. The letter first appeared in the PaUUii Magazine^ 1828. For the favour- 
able (^nioQ which he entertained of Burns, see the present volume, p. lao. 

s A conspicuous branch of popular literature in Scotland tfll a recent period con- 
sisted of coarse brochures of four leaves, sold at a half^ienny. and generally con- 
taining something af^opriate to the title of * Six ExcelUnt New Songs— viz.' 
fto. "nie other branch of popular literature mentioned in the text consisted ol 
almanacs, published at A berdeen, at the price oi a penny, 

• Mfisiitng a nativ ofthe same coonty. 
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a beautiful young Englishwoman, a relation of the Eiddek, and 
also connected by the marriage o^ a sister with the noble family 
of Kenmure in the neighbouring stewartry. Deborah Davies 
— ^for this was her name — was of small stature, but exquisitely 
handsome, iind she possessed more than an average share of mental 
graces. With his usual sensibility to female beauty, but especially 
that of a refined and educated woman, Bums became an idolater of 
Miss Davies, and the feelings which possessed him soon led to an 
effusion of both prose and verse. 



TO Miss DAVIE8. 

Madam — I understand my very worthy neighbour, Mr Biddel, has 
informed you that I have made you the subject of sorae*^ verses. 
There is something so provoking in the idea of being the burden of a 
ballad, that I do not think Job or Moses, though such patterns of 
patience and meekness, could have resisted the curiosity to know 
what that ballad was ; so my worthy friend has done me a mischief 
which I daresay he never intended, and reduced me to the unfor- 
tunate alternative of leaving your curiosity imgratified, or else 
disgusting you with foolish verses, the unfinished production of a 
random moment, and never meant to have met your ear. I have 
heard or read somewhere of a gentleman who had some genius, 
much eccentricity, and very considerable dexterity with his pendL 
In the accidental group of life into which one is thrown, wherever 
this gentleman met with a character in a more than ordinary degree 
congenial to his heart, he used to steal a sketch of the ta^ce ; merely, 
he said, as a nota bene, to point out the agreeable recollection to his 
memory. What this gentleman's pencil was to him, my Muse is to 
me; and the verses I do myself the honour to send you are a 
memento exactly of the same kind that he indulged in. 

It may be more owing to the fastidiousness of my caprice than 
the delicacy of my taste, but I am so often tired, disgusted, and hurt 
with the insipidity, afi'ectation, and pride of mankind, that when I 
meet with a person * after my own heart,' I positivdy feel what an 
• orUiodox Protestant would call a species of idolatry, which acts on 
my fancy like inspiration ; and I can no more desist rhyming on the 
impulse, than an JSolian harp can refuse its tones to the stream- 
ing air. A distich or two would be the consequence, though 
the object which hit my fancy were gray-bearded age ; but where 
my theme is youth and beauty, a young lady whose personal channs, 
wit, and sentiment, are equally striking and unafiected — ^by Heavens ! 
though I had lived threescore years a married man, and threescore 
years before I was a married man, my imagination would hallow the 
very idea : and I am truly sorry that the enclosed stanzas have done 
such poor justice to such a subject. B. B. 
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LOYBLT BAYIES. 

Tuns— Jfiff Muir, 

how shall I, unsldlfa*, try 
The poet's occupatioiiy 

The tunefa' powers, in happy hours, 

Thai whiter inspiration I 
Even they mann dsure an effort mair 

Than anght they ever gave us, 
Ere they rehearse, in equal verse. 

The charms o* lovely Davies. 

Each eye it cheers, when she appear^ 

Like Phoebus in the morning. 
When past the shower, and every flower 

The garden is adorning. 
As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore^ 

When winter-bound the wave is ; 
Soe droops our heart when we maun part 

Frae charming^ lovely Davies. 

Her smile's a gift, frae iMran the lift, 

That maks us mair than princes ; 
A sceptered hand, a king's command. 

Is in her darting glances : 
l%e man in arms, 'gainst female charms, 

Even he her willing slave is ; 
He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering, lovely Davies. 

Hy Muse to dream of such a theme, 

Her feeble powers surrender; ^ 

The eagle's gaze alone surveys 

The sun's meridian splendour : 

1 wad in vain essay the strain, 
The deed too da^ring brave is ; 

111 drop the lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o* lovely Davies. 

Boms afterwards canonised the lady still more effectively in a 
briefer but more sentimental ditty, which had the good. fortune to 
be conceived in connection with one of the most tenderly-beautiful 
of the national airs. 

THB BOKKIE WBB THIKG. 
Tvsm— Bonnie uxe Thing. 

Bonnie wee thing, cimnle wee things 

Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 
I wad wear thee in my bosom, 

Iiest Joy jewel I shoidd tine 1 
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WisIifiiDy I look and languish 

In that bonnie face o* thine ; 
And my heart it stonnds wi* angoishy 

Lest my wee thing be na mine^ 

Wit, and grace, and love, and keauty, 

In ae constellation shine; 
.To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 
Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing. 

Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 
I wad wear thee in my bosom. 

Lest my jewel I should tine 1 

* One day, while Boms was at Moffat' — ^thus writes Allan 
Cunnmgham — * the charming, lovely Davies rode past, accompanied 
by a lady tall and portly: on a friend asking the poet, why God 
made one lady so large, and Miss Davies bo little, he replied in the 
words of the epigram :' 

Ask why Qod made the gem so small, 

And why so huge the granite^? 
Because God meant mankind should set 

The higher value on it. 

' No one/ adds Allan, * has apologised so handsomely for scrimpit 

stature.' 



TO MT8S DAVIES. 

It is impossible, madam, that the generous warmth and angelic 
purity of your youthful mind can have any idea of that moral disease 
under which I unhappily must rank as the chief of sinners : I mean 
a torpitude of the moral powers, that may be called a lethargy of 
conscience. In vain Bemorse rears her horrent crest, and rouses all 
her snakes: beneath the deadly fixed eye and leaden hand of 
Indolence, their wildest ire is charmed into the torpor of the bat^ 
slumbering out tho rigours of winter in the chink of a ruined wall. 
Nothing less, madam, could have made me so long neglect your 
obliging commands. Indeed, I had one apology — the bagatelle was 
not worth presenting. Besides, so strongly am I interested in Miss 
Bavies's fate and welfare in the serious business of life, amid its 
chances and changes, that to make her the subject of a silly ballad 
is downright mockery of these ardent feelings ; 'tis like an imper- 
tinent jest to a dying friend. 

Gracious Heaven ! why this disparity between our wishes and our 
powers ? Why is the most generous wish to make others blest 
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impotent and ineffectual, as the idle breeze that crosses the pathleM 
desert I In my walks of life I have met with a few people to whom 
how ghidly would I have said : ' Qo ! be happy ! I know that your 
hearts have been wounded by the scorn of the proud, whom accident 
has placed above you — or, worse still, in whose hands are perhaps 
placed many of the coilforts of your life. But there ! ascend tliat 
rock. Independence, and look justly down on their littleness of soul. 
Make the worthless tremble under ymir indignation, and the foolish 
sink before your contempt; and la^dy impart that happiness to 
others whicl^ I am certaiu, will give yourselves so much pleasure to 
bestow/ 

Why, dear madam, must I wake from this delightful reverie, and 
find it all a dream ? Why, amid my generous enthusiasm, must I 
lind myself poor and powerless, incapable of wiping one tear from 
the eye of Pity, or of adding one comfort to the friend I love ! Out 
upon the world I say I, that its affairs are administered so ill I They 
talk of reform ; good Heaven ! what a reform would I make among 
the sons, and even the daughters, of men ! Down immediately should 
go fools from the high places where misbegotten chance has perked 
them up, and through life should they skulk, everhaunted by their 
native insignificance, as the body marches accompanied by its 
shadow. As for a mych more formidable class, the knaves, I am at 
a loss what to do with them : had I a world, there should not be a 
knave in it. 

But the hand that could give, I would liberally fill ; and I would 
pour delight on the heart that could kindly forgive, and generously 
love. 

Still, the inequalities of life are, among men, comparatively toler- 
able— rbut there is a delicacy, a tenderness, accompanying every view 
in which we can place lovely woman, that are grated and shocked 
at the rude, capricious distinctions of Fortune. Woman is the blooA- 
royal of life : let there be slight degrees of precedency among them 
— but let them be all sacred. Whether this last sentiment be right 
or wrong, I am not accountable : it is an original component feature 
of my nund. B. B. 

Allan Cunningliam relates the romantic subsequent history of 
Miss Davies, from the information of a nephew of the lady. A 
Captain Delany * made himself acceptable to her by sympathising 
in her pursuits, and writing verses on her, calling her his Stella, 
an ominous name, which might have brought the memory of Swift'^ 
unhappy mistress to her mind. An offer of marriage was made 
and accepted ; but Delany 's circumstances were urged as an obstacle : 
delays ensued : a coldness on the lover's part followed : his regi- 
ment was called abroad, he went with it : she heard from him o^ce 
and no more, and was left to mourn the change of affection— to 
droop and die. He perished in battle or by a ibreign climate, soon 
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aftor ihe 4eaih of the yoimg lady, of whose love he was so 
unworthj. 

' The followisg verses on this unfortunate attachment form part 
of a poem fonnd among her papers at her death: she ti^es 
Delany's portrait from her bosom, presses it to her lips, and says— » 

<* Next to thyself, 'tis all on earth. 

Thy Stella dear doth hold ; 
The glass is cloaded with my breath. 

And as my bosom cdd : 
That bosom which so oft has glowed, 

"With love and friendship's name, 
Where you the seed of love first sowed, - 

That kindled into flame. 

You there neglected let it bum, 

It seized the vital part, 
And left my bosom as an urn, 

To hold a broken heart ; 
I once had thought I should have been 

A tender, happy wife, 
And passed my future days serene, 

With theO; my James, through Ufe.*" 

Am(mgst the gentry of Dumfriesshire was one possessed of 
accomplishments akin to those of Bums — Charles Sharpe of 
Hodd£un, an excellent violinist, and a composer of both music and 
verse. I am not aware of the publication of any specimen of Mr 
Bhfurpe^s poetry; but his son, Mr Charles Eirkpatrick Sharpe, 
printed a few years ago an air to the song of The Ewe-mUking^s 
JBomde^ which the Laird of Hoddam was believed to have produced 
upon the stock and horn when only eight years of age ; and it 
certainly is a pleasing example of melody of the Scottish cha- 
racter, and perfectly original. Bums having heard an air of Mr 
Sharpens composition, ad(^ted the whimsical idea of addressing 
him under a fictitious signature, in the character of a vagrant 
fiddler:— 

TO CHARLES SHABFE, ESQ. OF HOBDAU, 
ENCLOSING ▲ BALLAD. 

It is trae, sir, you are a gentleman of rank and fortune^ and I am 
a poor devil — ^you are a feather in the cap of Society, and I am a very 
hobnail in his shoes ; yet I have the honour to belong to the same 
family with you, and on that score I now address yon. You will 
perhaps suspect that I am going to claim affinity with the ancient and 
honourable house of Kirlqpatrick. Ko^ no, sir : I cannot indeed be 
properly said to belong to any house^ or even any province or 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WHIMSICAL UTTER TO OBASLES 8HABFB OF HODDAM. 201 

kingdom; as my moUMr, iriio for many years was qiouse to a 
marching regiment^ gare me into this bad world, aboard the paoket- 
boat» somewhere between Donaghadee and Portpatrick. By our 
common family, I mean, air, the family of the Muses. I am a fiddler 
and a poet ; and yon, I am told, play an exquisite violin, and have a 
standard taste in the Relies lettres. The other day, a brother catgut 
gave me a charming Scots air of your composition. If I was pleased 
with the tune, I was in raptures with the title you have given it ; 
and, taking up the idea, I have spun it into the three stanzas enclosed. 
WiU you allow me, sir, to present you them, as the dearest offering 
that a misbegotten son of poverty and rhyme has to give ! I have a 
longing to take you by the hand and unburden my heart by saying : 
< Sir, I )ionour you as a man who supports the dignity of human 
nature, amid an age when frivolity and avarice have, between them, 
debased ns below the brutes that perish 1' But, alas, sir ! to me you 
are unapproachable. It is true the Muses baptised me in CastaUan 
streams ; but the thoughtless gipsies forgot to give me a name. As 
the sex have served many a ^od fellow, the Nine have given me a 
great deal of pleasure ; but, bewitching jades ! they have beggared 
me. Woidd they but spare me a little of their cast-linen ! were it 
only to put it in my power to say that I have a shirt on my back ! 
But the idle wenches, like Solomon's lilies, * they toil not, neither do 
they spin ;' so I mi«t e'en eontiBne to tie my remnant of a cravat, 
like the hangman's rope, round my naked throat, and coax my 
galligaskins to keep together their man^'K^loured fragmenti.' As to 
the a^Bedr of shoei^ I have given that up. My pilgrimages in my 
ballad-trade from town to town, and on your stony-hearted turnpikes 
too, are what not even the hide of Job's behemoth could bear. The 
coat on my back is no more : I shall not speak evil of the dead. It 
would be equally unhandsome and ungrateful to find fault with my 
old surtout, which so kindly supplies and conceals the want of that 
coat. My hat, indeed, is a great &vourite ; and though I got it 
literally for an old song, I would not exchange it for the best beaver 
in Britain. I was during several years a kind of iac-totum servant 
to a country clergyman, where I picked up a good many scrape of 
learning, particuhurly in some branches of the mathematics. When- 
ever I feel mclined to rest myself on my way, I take my seat under 
a hedge, laying my poetic wsdlet on the one side, and n^ fiddle-case 
on the other, and, placing my hat between my legs, I can by means 
of its brim, or rather brims, go through the whole doctrine of the 
conic sections. 

However, sir, don't let me mislead you, as if I would interest your 
pity. Fortune has so much forsaken me, that she has taught me 
to live without her ; and, amid all my rags and poverty, I am as 
independent, and much more happy, than a monarch of the world. 
According to the hackneyed metaphor, X value the several actors in 
the great drama of life simply as they act their parts. I can lode 
on a worthless fellow of a duke with unqualified contempt, and can 
regard aii honest scavenger with sincere respect. As you, sir^ ^ 
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through your fiHe with such ^stiiigiiifiAied merit, permit me to make 
^ one in the chorus of nnlversal applause, and assure you tiiat, with 
the highest respect, I have the honour to he, &e. 

This queer epistle led to an intimacy between Mr Sharpe and 
Bmtis, of which all literary evidence has vanished. The only other 
memorial of the friendship of the two fiddlers that has appeared is 
a curious relic in the possession of a gentleman at Whitehaven — 
namely, a masonic apron described as of * shammy leather, very 
fine, with figures of gold, some of them relieved with green, others 
with a dark - red colour,' while * on the under side of the semi- 
circular part which is turned down at the top, is written in a bold 
£Eur hand— - 

** Charles Sharps of Hotham, 

TO 

Babbie Burns. 

DuMFRiBS, Dec IS, 1791.** '^ 

The local library scheme which Bums had helped to set on 
foot soon after coming to Ellisland, had now run its three years' 
course with success. It had. become the duty of Mr Kirkpatrick, 
the minister of Dunscore, to send an account of his parish to Sir 
^ John Sinclair, for publication in the large statistical work which 
he had commenced: from this the reverend gentleman omitted all 
reference to the Monkland Library, probably, as Allan Cunning- 
ham suggests, from a dislike to the kind of literature patronised 
by it. Mr Riddel resolved to make up, as far as possible, for this 
deficiency, and prevailed on Bums to write an account of the 
library, which he enclosed to Sir John in one from himself. Both 
letters appeared in the third volume of the StaHstuxd Account of 
Scotland, 

TO SIB JOHN SINCLAIR, BART. 

Sir John — I enclose you a letter, written by Mr Bums, as an 
addition to the account of Dunscore parish. It contains an account 
of a small library which he was so good (at my desire) as to set on 
foot in the barony of Monkland, or IViars* Carse, in this parish. As 
its utility has been felt, particularly among the younger class of 
people, I think that if a similar plan were established in the 
different parishes of Scotland, it would tend greatly to the speedy 
improvement of the tenantry, 'trades-people, and work-people. Mr 
Burns was so good as to take the whole charge of this small concern. 
He was treasurer, librarian, and censor to tliis little society, who 

» Letter of Mr John Hamaay (author of Woodnotet of a Wanderex')^ in -^jr 
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will long have a grateful sense of bis public spirit and exertions for 
tiieir improrement and information. I bave tbe bonour to be, Sir 
Jobn, yours most sincerely, Bobsrt Bidden. 



TO SIR JOHN SINCLAIR. 

[1791.] 

Sir— The following circumstance has, I believe, been omitted in 
tbe statistical account transmitted to you of tbe parisb of Dunscore, 
in Nithsdale. I beg leave to send it to you because it is new, and 
may be useful. How far it is deserving of a place in your patriotic 
publication you are tbe best judge. 

To store the minds of tbe lower classes with useful knowledge is 
certainly of very great importance, both to them as individuals and 
to society at large. Giving them a turn for reading and reflection, 
is giving them a source of innocent and laudable amusement, and, 
besides, raises them to a more dignified degree in the scale of 
rationality. Impressed with this ide% a gentleman in this parish, 
Robert Riddel, Esq. of Olenriddel, set on foot a species of circulating 
library, on a plan so simple as to be practicable in any comer of the 
country ; and so useful as to deserve the notice of every country 
gentleman who thinks the improvement of that part of his own 
species, whom chance has thrown into the bumble walks of the 
peasant and the artisan, a matter worthy of his attention. 

Mr Riddel got a number of his own tenants and farming 
neighbours to form themselves into a society for the purpose of 
having a library among themselves. They entered into a legal 
engagement to abide by it for three years ; with a saving-clause or 
two, in case of removal to a distance or of .death. Each member 
at his entry paid five shillings ; and at each of their meetings, 
which were held every fourth Saturday, sixpence more. With 
their entry-money, and the credit which they took on the faith of 
their future funds, they laid in a tolerable stock oi books at the 
commencement. What authors they were to purchase was always 
decided by the majority. At every meeting, all the books, under 
certain fines and forfeitures, by way of penalty, were to be produced ; 
and the members had their choice of the volumes in rotation. He 
whose name stood for that night first on the list, had his choice of 
what volume he pleased in the whole collection ; the second had bis 
choice after the first ; the third after tlie second ; and so on to the 
last. At next meeting, he who had been first on the list at the 
preceding meeting was last at this; be who bad been second was 
first ; and so on through the whole three yeara. At the expiration 
of the engagement, the books were sold by auction, but only among 
the members themselves ; and each man had his share of the conunon 
stock, in money or in books, as he chose to be a purchaser or not. 

At the breaking ilp of this little society, which was formed under 
Mr Riddel's patronage, what with benefactions of books from hinit 
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and whttt with their own "postdaiaeBf they had collected together 
upwards of one hundred and fifty Yolumee. It will easily be guessed 
that a good deal of trash would be bought Among the books, 
howevery of this little library, were — Blair's Sermona, Bobertson^s 
History qf Scotland, Hurn^s History of the Sttmrts, The Spectator^ 
Idler, Adventurer, Mirror, Lounger, Observer, Man of Feeling, Man 
of the World, Chryscd, Don Quixote, Joseph Andrews, &c. A j>easant 
who can read, and enjoy such books, is certainly a much superior 
being to his neighbour who perhaps stalks beside his team, yety little 
remoYed, eiDcept in shape, from the brutes he drives. 

Wishing your patriotic exertions their so much merited success, I 
am, sir, your humble servant^ A Pbasant. 



TO MB MAXWELL OF TBBBATTOHXT, ON HIS BIBXBDAT, 

Health to the Maxwell's veteran chief I 
Health, aye unsoured by care or grief: 
Incfpired, I tum^ Fate's sybil let^ 

This natal mom; 
I see thy life is stuff o' prie^ 

Scarce quite half worn. 

This day tiiou metes threescore elevei^ 
And I can tell that bounteous Heaven 
(The seeond-dght, ye ken, is given 

To ilka Poet) 
On thee a tack o' seven times seven 

Will yet bestow it. 

If envious buckles view wi' sorrow 

Thy lengthened days on this blest morrow. 

Hay desolation's lang-teethed harrow, 

Nine^^iles an hour. 
Bake them like Sodom and Gomorrahy 

In brunstane stoure 1 

Beit for thy friends, and they are mony, 
Baith honest men and lassies bonnie^ 
May couthie fortune^ kind and cannie^ 

In sodal glee^ 
WF mornings blithe, and e'emngs fimny. 

Bless them and thee ! 

Fareweel, aold birkie ! Lord be near ye^ 
And then the deil he dauma steer ye : 
Your friends aye love, your faes aye fear ye; 

For me, shame &' me^ 
If neist my heart I dinna wear ye 

While BufiNS they ca' mel 
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The persoa addresied in these Tersee— John Maxwell, Eiq. of 
Terraughty and Munches — waa a leading pablic man m the county 
of DumfHes. He was on several accounts very remarkaUe, but 
particularly for his birth and the proximity into which his femily 
history brings us with events comparatively remote ; for Mr Maxwell 
was grandson^s-grandson, and no more, to the gallant and faithful 
Lord Herries, who on bended knees entreated Queen Mary to 
prosecute Bothwell as the murderer of her husband, and who sub- 
sequently fought for her at Langside. One cannot learn without a 
pleasing kind of surprise that a relation in the fifth d^ree of one 
who was Warden of the West Marches in 1546, should have lived 
to the close of the French Revolution wars, which was the case of 
Mr Maxwell, for he died in January 1814. Mr Maxwell was an 
active man both in the management of his own estate and in 
public business, and is admitted to have contributed greatly 
to the prosperity of his native district. A very curious paper 
drawn up by him in 1811, giving a view of the advance of 
the country in its agricultural economy during his centenarian 
existence, has been published. 



TO MKS DUNIOP. 

ELLiti.A«Dy nth Dteember 1791. 

Kant thanks to you, madaiw, for your good news respecting the 
little floweret and the mother-plant. I hope my poetic prayers teive 
been heard, and will be answered up to the warmest sincerity of 
their fullest extent ; and then Mrs Henri will find her little darling 
the refMresentative of his late parent^ in everything but his abridged 
existence. 

I have just finished the following song, which, to alady,'the descend- 
ant of Wallace, and many heroes of his truly illustrious line—and 
herself the mother of several soldiers— needs neither preface nor 
apology. 

80Na OF DEATH. 
Aim'^OratKm Aoiff, 

8em^^ Field of Battle— Time of the day. Evening— The wonnded and dying of 
the Yiotorions anny are snppofed to join In the fallowing pong : — 

F^well, thou fair day, thou green earth, and ye skiei^ 

#ow gay with Uie bright setting sun ; 
Farewell loves and friendships, ye dear tender ties — 

Our race of existence is run ! 
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Thou grim Elin^ of Terrors, thou life's gloomy foe I 

Go, frighten the coward and slave ; « 
Oo, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant! but know,^ 

No terrors hast thou to the brave ! 

Thou strik'st the dull peasant — he sinks in the dark. 

Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name ; 
Thou strik'st the young. hero-^-a glorious mark! 

He faUs in the blaze of his fame ! 

In the field of proud honour— our swords in our hands^ 

Our king and our country to save — 
"Wkile victory shines on life's last ebbing sands, 

Oh 1 who would not die with the brave? 

Th^ circumstance that gave rise to the foregoing verses was — 
looking over with a musical friend McDonald's collection of Highland 
airs, I was struck with one, an Isle of Skye tune, entitled Oran an 
Aoig, or the Song of Death, to the measure of which I have adapted 
my stanzas. I have of late composed two or three other littlefi 
pieces, which, ere yon full-orbed moon, whose bro^d impudent face 
now stares at old Mother Earth all night, shall have shrunk into a 
modest crescent, just peeping forth at dewy dawn, I shall find an hoar 
to transcribe for you. A Dieuje toils commende. B. B. 

We have seen that so early as January 1790, after a little more 
than a year and a half ^s eicpefience of his farm, the poet had 
become alarmed at its unprofitableness. Hk stat^nent to Lady 
Elizabeth Cunningham in spring 1791 is, that but for the support 
he had from his Excise income he must have sunk under the bad 
bargain of bis farm. It is difficult now to imagine such a farm as 
ruinous at £50 or even £70 a year, when the existing tenant pays 
£170, notwithstanding that it is now less by a few acres than in 
Burns's time, and that the markets are even lower than they were 
then. , But some . explanation is hinted when we hear Bums 
speaking of wandering out among the broom in his neighbourhood : 
the land was not then in its present state of cultivation; highy or 
even tolerable farmudg was not understood or practised; and, 
accordingly, it might be more difficult to wring £70 out of this 
farm for the landlord in 1791 than it is now to pay him £100 
more. However this may be, Burns now only waited for a some- 
what better appointment in the Excise to throw up his ungrateful 



I Tn a conversation I had with Mr Eiricpatrick, the present tenant, in jS^e 1850, 
he spoke of the farm as one which would be a pretty good hai^ain at £144), even 
under the new prospects of British agriculture. The laid has been mudi improvai 
sfnoe Bnms's time, but itiU is not of first-rate quality. ^ 
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TTIs third versified epistle to Mr* Graham, whidi is here placed 
in summer 1791, expresses, though hintingly, the eager wishes of 
the poet for such an appointment, and at length, by the kindness 
of that gentleman, it was obtained towards the close of the 
year. He had expected, as we have seen, a supervisorship ; but 
this was to remain a hope deferred. The arrangement was that 
Bums should perform duty in Dumfries as an ordinary exciseman, 
and enjoy a salary of £70 per annum. This was an advance 
of £20 upon his EUisland income, and as he did not now 
require to keep a horse, the advantage must be reckoned at 
a still higher sum. However this was, Bums considered himself 
as for the meantime independent of the farm. The income was 
indeed a small one, and it was something of a declension to be 
the common exciseman only ; but hope at this time made up for 
all — he was led to expect an advance in the service which, though 
increasing his toils, would put him comparatively at ease in his 
circumstances. On this occasion he composed his 



POUBTH EPISTLE TO MA GRAHAM OF FINTRT. 

I call no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled muse may suit a banl that feigns ; 
Friend of my lifel my ardent spirit bumi^ 
And all the tribute of my heart returns, 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new, 
33ie gift still dearer, as the giver, you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ; 
If aught that giver from my mind efface. 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering spherei^ 
Only to number out a villain's years I 

.As a first step, he had to get Ellisland taken off his hands by 
Mr Miller. It had pleased Heaven to bring these two remarkable 
men into a sort of friendship, but to * decrease it upon better 
acquaintimce.' Bums quickly found that Mr Miller^s relation to 
him was that of the patron : he expected deference, and when 
Bums would not submit to such terms, the landlord and his gifted 
tenant became comparatively estranged. Yet there is no evidence 
of Mr Miller having ever acted otherwise than generously and 
leniently with Bums, or of Bums having ever acted ungratefully 
or with open disrespect towards Mr Miller. When the crisis 
arrived wl^ch caused the poet to wish to part with the farm, the 
landlord was fortunately in such circumstances as to render him 
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more than wflling to take back the lease. A neigkbonr, Mt 
Morine, was willing to purchase for £2000 what Bums could not 
profitably lease at £70. Mr Miller was not unwilling to part on 
such terms with a piece of his property, which was awkwardly 
detached from the rest by the river. Accordingly, on the 19th 
November, Mr Morine became proprietor of * the forty-shilling or 
three-merk land of old extent of Ellisland/ and Bums at the same 
time renounced his concern in the ground. He soon after sold off 
his stock and implements, and taking a small house in Dumfries, 
moved thither with hb family and his fumiture — * leaving nothing 
at Kllisland,* says Allan Cunningham, ' but a putting-stone with 
which he had loved to exercise his strength, a memory of his 
musings which can never die, and £300 of his money sunk 
beyond redemption in a speculation from which all had augured 
happiness.' 
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DUMFRIES: 

December 1791— July 1796. 



It must have been a sad cliange to tbe poet and his family, 
when, leaving the beautiful knolls and haughs of EUisland, and all 
the rough comforts of a £Eurm) they had to take up their residence 
in the £rst floor of a small house in the ' Wee* Vennel of 
Dumfries, where the father no longer saw the sun rise over the 
beautiful riyer, the little, ones had no longer the gowaned sod to 
Bp(yrt over, and the mother found that every article of household 
necessity had to be purchased. How light, however, would present 
inconveniences have appeared, if any of the group could have 
known that they had ti^en the first but decisive step towards the 
tragic conclusion which stretched this noble poet on his deathbed 
less than five years after! 

Dumfries is a compact and rather elegant small town, situated 
on the Nith at the point where it becomes navigable. The 
environs are generally beautiful ; one spot particularly so, where 
the ruins of Lincluden Church adorn the peninsula between the 
Nith and its tributary the Cluden. The curse of country towns 
is the partial and entire idleness of large classes of the inhabitants. 
There is always a cluster of men living on competencies, and a 
greater number of tradesmen whose shop -duties do not occupy 
half their time. Till a very recent period, dissipation in greater 
or less int^isity was the rule and not the exception amongst 
these men ; and in Dumfries, sixty years ago, this rule held good. 
In those days tavern enjoyments were in vogue among men who 
do not now enter a puUic place of entertainment once in a 
twelvemonth. The weary waste of spirits and energy at these 
soaking evening meetings was deplorable. Insipid toasts,^ petty 
raillery, empty gabble about trivial occurrences, endless disputes 
on small questions of fact, where an almanac or a dictionary would 
have settled all, these, reUeved by a Bfmg when it was to be had^ 
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formed the staple of convivial life as I remember it in such placet 
in my own younger days. It was a life without progress, or 
profit, or any gleam of a tendency to moral elevation. The only 
redemption to be hoped for it was in such scintillations of wit 
and eloquence as a man like Bums could give. For him, on the 
other hand, to do so was to sacrifice the bread of angels before 
blocks and dolts. 

Bums came into this society a comparatively pure man, for 
though the contrary has been asserted, there is no evidence that 
he had as yet acquired over-convivial habits. His own inclination 
was to shun rather than to court the bacchanalian revel, and 
there was a literal truth in what he told the Countess of Glen- 
cairn as to bringing his punch-bowl from its dtisty comer on her 
ladyship's birthday. Bums, however, does not seem ever to 
have aimed at systematically resisting the temptations of convivial 
society. He yielded to them when they came, and it depended 
on the frequency 'of occasion or opportunity whether he was to be 
much or little in merry company. Now that he was thrown into 
Dumfries, it was of course to be feared that he would become 
much more a victim to such indulgences than formerly. 

The removal to Dumfries was a crisis in the fate of Burtis in 
another respect. In the earlier years of the French Revolution, 
it does not appear that our poet felt much interest in that 
agitating subject ; nor do we observe any traces of political 
liberalism in his writings or conduct up to the latter part of 1791. 
In this respect he was not different from the great bulk of British 
society, for certainly till the publiaation of Burke's pamphlet the 
proceedings of the patriotic party in France had excited much 
less attention than might have been expected. There were as yet 
no democratic publications, no ultra-reforming societies. The 
active sympathisers wei'e a small party of intelligent men, chiefly 
connected with the dissenting bodies. It was only now that the 
violent arrogations of the democratic party in the Legislative 
Assembly of France began to be viewed with any serious uneasiness 
by the English government. Men of rank and state could not but 
sympathise with the unfortunate Louis, whom his subjects kept 
in an honourable, but perilous captivity. Sober men began to 
fear that the new rigime was not to settle to quiet or sober courses. 
On the other hand, the more ardent minds were loath to see 
danger. It is at this crisis that we find the mind of Bums 
beginning to kindle to French politics.. Formerly ill aff^ed, 
though in no serious way, to the Branswick dynasty, it was with 
him, as with many other Jacobites, a simple change in the form of 
opposition to take up with the doctrines which were now a subject 
of alarm to the English and all other reigning famifies. Kot that 
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be W€^d have readily sanctioned any violent changes in the 
eonstitutioB of his country — such things were not generally 
thought of— but his S3rmpathies were certainly with the patriots 
in France, as against their own sovereign and the powers 
proposing to replace him in full authority. 

These are general observations which come in suitably at this 
place ; but it is not immediately^ that their application appears. 



TO HR AINSLIE. 

Mt dear Ainslie — Can you minister to a mind diseased f — can 
you, amid the horrors of penitence, regret, remorse, headache, 
nausea, and all the rest of the hounds of hell, that beset a poor 
wretch who has been guilty of the sin of drunkenness — can you 
speak peace to a troubled soul ? 

Miah'ahle perdu that I am I I have tried everything that used to 
amuse me, but in vain : here must 1 sit, a monument of the 
vengeance laid up in store for the wicked, slowly counting every 
diiek af the clock as it slowly, slowly numbers over these lazy 
scoundrels of hours, who, * * * *, are ranked up before me, 
every one following his neighbour, and every one with a burden of 
anguish on his back, to pour on my devoted head—and there is 
none to pity me. My wife scolds me, my business torments me, and 
my sins come staring me in the face, every one telling a more 
bitter tale than his fellow. * * I began Elibanka and EUbraes^ 
but the Stanzas fell nnenjoyed and unfinished from my listless 
tongue : ai last I luckily thought of reading ov^r an old letter of 
yours that lay by me in my book-cas^ and I felt somethmg, for the 

first time sinoe I opened my eyes, of pleasurable existence 

Well — I begin to breathe a little since I began to write to you^ How 
are yon, and what are you doing? How goes law? Aprc^ios, for 
connexion's sake, do not address to me supervisor, for that is an 
honour I cannot pretend to : I am on the list, as we call it, for a 
supervisor, and will be called out by and by to act as one ; but at 
present I am a simple gauger, though t'other day I got an appoint- 
ment to an excise division of £25 per annum better than the rest 
My present income, down money, is £70 per annum. 

I have one or two good fellows here whom you would be glad to 
know. B. B. ' 

We hare but an obscure notice of a visit which Boms paid to 
Edinburgh in November of this year, being the last he ever made 
to that capital. Up to nearly this time Mrs M'Lehose had main* 
tained the unforgiving distance which she assumed after his final 
union with Jean, notwithstanding his having sent her several 
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Monilpfttoiy letten. She had lately written to him in a style 
whidi drew forth the following reply : — 

STLTAITDER TO CLA&OfDX, 

I HAVE received both your last letters, madam, and ought, and 
would have answered the first long ago. But on what subject shall 
I write you ! How can you expect a correspondent should write 
you when you declare that you mean to preserve his lefiers with a 
view, sooner or later, to expose them on the pillory of derision and 
the rack c^oriticismf This is gagging me completely as to speaking 
the sentiments of my bosom; else^ madam, I could p^^pe too truly 

^ * Join grief with grief, and echo tight to thine!' 

I have perused your most beautiM, but most pathetic poem; do not 
ask me how often or with what emotions. Ton know that * I dare 
to M'n, but not to lie7 Tour verses wring the confession from my 
inmost soul, that — ^I will say it, expose it if you please — that I have^ 
more than once in my life, been the victim of a damning conjuncture 
of circumstances; and that to me you must be ever 

• 0e«r « the li«^ that vitita those sad cgres.* 

I have just^ since I had yours, composed the following stanzas. 
Let me know your opinion of them : — 

Sweet Sensibility, how charming. 

Thou, my friend, canst truly tell ; 
But how Distress, with horrors armings 

Thou, alfus! hast known too well! 

Fairest Flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny ray ; 
Let the blast sweep o'er the vaUey, 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest^ 

Telling o'er his littie joys ; 
But, alas ! a prey the surest 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure 

mner feelings can bestow : 
Cords that vibrate sweetest ]deasnre 

Thrill the deepest notes of wo. 

I have one other piece in your taste; but I have jnst a, snatch of 
time. 

Now, however, the lady was approaching a critical passage of 
her own history. She had resolvedi though with much hesitation, 
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to Bcoepi an inyitation from her heartless husband, and join him 
in Jamaica. In the softened feeling arising from the contempla- 
tion of such a movement, she relented so £ur towards Bums as to 
admit him to a yisit. What one would give to know the par- 
ticulars of the interview I It took place on the 6th of December. 
That it gave occasion to an effusion of passionate feeling is 
strongly hinted in a letter of the poet written a twelvemonth 
after. We may also hesitate little in readmg as a record of the 
scene a series of lyrics, one of which is amongst the most earnest 
and arresting expressiims of intense feeling ever composed in 
T^rse. He idso addressed several liters to the lady. 

TO CLARINDA. 

LsADHiLLS, Thurtdap noon^ IDee. 11, 1791.] 
[After transcribing the Lament of Mary Queen qf Scots, he adds] 
— Such, my dearest Clarinda, were the words of the amiable but 
nnfortunate Mary. Misfortune seems to take a peculiar pleasure in 
darting her arrows against < honest men and bonny lasses.' Of this 
you are too, too just a proof; but may your future fate be a bright 
Qzoeption to the remark. In the words of Hamlet — 
' Adieu, adieu, adieu ! Bememlier me.* 

Stlvander. 
to clarinda. 

Doarmxu, iltUh Dee, 1791.] 
I HAVE some merits my ever dearest of women, in attracting and 
securing the heart of Clarinda. In her I met with Uie most 
accomplished of all womankind, the ^rst of all 6od*8 works ; and 
yet I, even I, had the good-fortune to i4>pear amiable in her sight. 

By the by, this is the sixth letter that I have written you since I 
left you ; and if you were an ordinary being, as you are a creature 
very extraordinary — an instance of what Qod Almighty in the 
plenitude of his power and the fulness of his goodness can make I— 
I would* never forgive you fiur not answering my letters. 

I have sent your hair, a part of the parcel you gave me, with a 
measure^ to Mr Bruce the jeweller in Princes Street, to get a ring 
done Unr me. I have likewise sent in the verses On Sensibility, 
altered to 

• * Soisibilitj how clianniiig. 

Dearest Vkxhsj, thou oanat tell,* &o. 

to the e^tor of the Scots Songs, of which you have three volumes, to 
set to a most beautiful air— out of compliment to the first of women, 
my ev^vbeloved, my ever-sacred Clarinda. I shall probably write 
you to-morrow, dn the meantime, from a man who is literally 
drunk, accept and forgive 1 B. B. 
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TO CLABINDA. 

DuMFRiBs, VTth Deeember 1791. 
I RAYB yours, my ever-dearest madam, this moment. I have just 
ten minutes before the post goes, and these I shall employ in sending 
you some songs I have just been composing to different tunes for 
the OoUectian of Songs, of which you have three volumes^ and of 
which you shall have the fourth. 



Tuira-^Bory DaiPi Pert 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever 1 

Ae &reweel, and then for ever! 

Deep in heart- wrung tears I'll pledge thee^ 

Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 

Who shall say that Fortune grieves him^ 
While the star of hope she leaves him } 
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me; 
Dark deq^Mur around benights me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy: 
But to see her was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love for ever- 
Had we never loved sae kindly. 
Had we never loved sae blindly! 
Never met— or never parted. 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare-Uiee-weel, thou first and furest I 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest I 
Tdine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love, and Pleasure t 

Ae fond kiss, and then we S^ver! 

Ae fareweel, alas I for ever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears 111 pledge thee^ 

Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 

SONG. 
To an old Scttt Dme. 

Behold the hour, the boat, arrive! 

My dearest Nancy, O fareweel! 
Severed frae thee, can I survive, 

RsM th«e whom I hae loved SM weal I 
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EndlMt and deep sball be my grief; 

Nae ray o' comfort shall 1 see; 
But tliia meet precious, dear belief I 

That thou wilt still remember me. 

Alang the solitary shore, 

"Where fleeting sea-fowl round me cry. 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye. 

Happy, thou Indian grore, I'll say, 

Where now my Nancy's path shall be ! 
While through your sweets she holds her way, 

O tell me^ does she muse on me ! 



To a charming plairttive Seals Air, 

Ance mi^ I hail thee, thou gloomy December 1 
Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and care : 

8ad was the parting thou mak'st me remember. 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh, ne'er to meet mairl 

Fond lovers' parting is sweet, painful pleasure, 
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour; 

But the dire feeline, oh, fiEurewell for ever! 
Anguish unmingled and agony pure I 

The rest (tf this song is en the wheels. 

Adieu. Adieu. 

Stltamssb. 

The poet afterwards added the following verses: — 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest, 
Till the last leaf o' the summer is flown, 

Such is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 
Since my last hope and last comfort is gone ! 

Still as I ban thee, thou gloomy December, ^ 

Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 

For sad was the parting thou mak'st me remember, 
Parting wi' Nancy, oh, ne'er to meet mairl 

The song to the air Rory DaWs Port is the remarkable expres- 
sion of passion above alluded to. The fourth stanza Byron put at 
the head of his poem, The Bride of Abydm, Scott has remarked 
that that verse is worth a thousand romances ; and Mrs Jameson 
has elegantly said tibat not only are these lines what Scott says, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



216 UFE AHD WORKS OP BURNS. 

^but in themselves a complete romance. They are,* she adds, 
* the alpha and omega of feelmg, and contain the essence of an 
existence of pain and pleasure distilled into one burning drop.' 

On the 25th of January 1792, Mrs M*Lehose ^^ote a friendly 
letter to Burns, bidding him farewell in anticipation of her 
immediate departure for Jamaica. She says : * Seek God's 
favour, keep his commandments, be solicitous to prepare for a 
happy eternity. There I trust we will meet in never-ending 
bliss 1' She sailed in February in that vessel, the Roselle, in 
which Bums intended to have left his country a few years before. 

One of the final meetings of Bums and Clarinda is believed to 
be the subject-matter of the following song, which, however, must 
be regarded as a poetical rather than historical recital: — 



O MAT, THY MORN. 

O May, thy morn was ne'er so sweet 

As the mirk night o' Deoember, 
For sparkling was the rosy wine^ 

And secret was the chamber ; 
And dear was she I darena name, 

But I will aye remember : 
And dear was she I darena name^ 

But I will aye remember. 

And here's to them that like oursel' 

Can push about the jorum ; 
And here's to them that wish us weel, 

May a' that's gude watofa o'er them I 
And here's to them we darena name, 

The dearest o* the quorum : 
And here's to them we darena t^l» 

The dearest o' the quorum. 

These lyrics could not have been written without an earnest, 
however temporary and transient feeling on the part of the author; 
yet we conceive it would be a great mistake to accept them as a 
literal expression of the particular passion in which they origi- 
nated, or a description of incidents to which that passion gave rise. 
We ought to make a considerable allowance for the extent to 
which the poet's mind is actuated by mere considerations of art 
and the desire of effect. In one there is a levity, and in others a 
tincture of metier, which are alike incompatible with our notione 
of this sentimental attachment. The Ae Fond Kiss appears in a 
different light. The tragic tale seems there ooncentnited in a 
wild gush of eloquence direct firom the poet's heart. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BOHGS ON MRS M^LBHOSE. fl7 

la the oonne of the ensuing simuner, while Mrs M^hose was 
absent in the West Indies, the poet^s feelings subsided into a 
comparative calm, and he then composed the following beautiful 
pastoral : — 

MT NANNIE 's AWA. 

Kow in her green mantle blithe nature arrays. 
And listens the lambkins that bleat o'er the braes^ 
While birds warble welcome in ilka green shaw ; 
But to me it's delightless — my Nannie's awa. 

?nie snawdrap and primrose our woodlands adorn. 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
Thej pain mj sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie— and Nannie's awa. 

Thou laveroek that springs fhie the dews oS the lawn. 
The sh^thratl to warn o' the gray-breaking dawn ; 
And thou mellow mavis that hails the night &', 
Give over for pity->my Nannie's awa. 

Cknne autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray^ 
And soothe me with tidings o' nature^s decay : 
The dark dreary winter and wild driving snaw 
Alane can delight me— now Nannie's awal 

Throwing himself sympathetically into the circumstances of 
the unhappy lady, he at the same time gave expression to her 
auppoeed feelings in seeking a ^reunion with her aberrant bus* 
band: — 

% WANDERING WILLIE. 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Now tired with wandering, liaud awa hanfie ; 

C<nae to my bosom, my ae ^y dearie, 
And tell me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 

Loud blew the oauld winter winds at our parting ; 

It wasna the blast brought the tear in my ee : 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie^ 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers I 
O hoV your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 

Awaken ye breezes I blow gently, ye billows ! 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my ami. 

iir. K 
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Bat if he's forgotten bis faithfallest Kannie^ 

O still flow between us, thou mde-roaring main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

But^ dying, believe that my Willie *s my lunl ^ 

It will be found that Bums afterwards made some alterations 
on the above song. 

In a letter to Mr Cunningham, dated June 11, 1791, we have 
seen Bums expressing himself warmly in behalf of his friend Mr 
Clarke, the teacher at Mofiat, whom he regarded as suffering au 
unworthy persecution. He appears in the interval to have been 
continuing to exert himself in behalf of Mr Clarke. 



To MR JAMES C[LARKE], MOFFAT. 

' DvMFRiBs, IWh JamuuTf 17BS> 

I received yours this moment, my dear sir. I sup with Captiun 

Riddel in town to-night^ else I had gone to Carse directly.^ Courage^ 

mon ami ! The day may after all be yours ; but at anyrate, there 

is other air to breathe than that of Moffat, pestiferously tainted as 

it is with the breath of that arch- scoundrel, J . There are 

two quotations from two poets which, in situations such as youn^ 
were congenial to my soul. Thomson says — 

* What proves the hero truly great. 
Is never, never to despair.* 

And Dr Young — 

* On Reason bnild Resolve, 

That cdimm oi true majesty in man.* 

To-morrow you shall know the result of my consultation with 
Captain Biddel. Yours, ^ R.B. 

In the more elevated society of Dumfriel, into which Bums 
had, as usual, been invited, he found a yoUng married lady of no 
common character. Maria Woodley was the daughter ^of ' a 
governor of Berbice, and had been married at a very early age to 

1 This song appears to have had a prototype in an old one of which two stanzas 
have been preserved :— 

Here awa, there awa, here awa, Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, here awa hame ; 
Lang have I sought thee, dear have I bought thee. 

Now I hae gotten my Willie again. 

Through the lang muir I have followed my WHlie, 
Thrmigh the lang muir I have Mlowed him hame. 

Whatever betide us nought shall divide us. 
Love now rewardH all my smtow and pain. 

' noubtlsss to maHn InteiMt for lUs frisnd on Kme point toonsht 
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Mr Walter Riddel, a younger brother of Glenriddel, possessed of 
an estate in Antigua, but who had lately returned to his native 
country to enjoy the fruits of fortune. About four miles to the 
south of Dumfries stands a handsome mansion surrounded with a 
small estate ; originally, under the name of the Holm, it was the 
rural retreat of the eminent advocate Andrew Crosbie, who has 
been generally reputed as the protot3rpe of Counsellor Pleydell in 
Chiy Mannering. Afterwards it was bought by a gentleman named 
Goldie,who called it Goldielea, after his own name and that of his 
wife — Leigh — ^a descendant of the elder branch of that distinguished 
English family. Mr Riddel, purchasing the place from Mr Goldie, 
named it Woodley Park, after the name of hia wife ; and so it con* 
tinned to be called till, by the non-payment of the purchase- 
money, it reverted to Mr Goldie, and regained its former appella- 
tion of Goldielea, by which it is now recognised. The lady, who 
was as yet under twenty, though already a mother, possessed 
beauty, abilities, and accomplishments; was a little of an eaprUfort; 
had a taste for literature and natural history ; and delighted in the 
society of men of talent. The vivid genius of Bums instantly 
attracted her, and he became a frequent visitor at Woodley Park. 
There he found a fine library, comprising not only English litera- 
ture, but choice examples of that of France and Italy, with which 
the fair proprietress was willmg to make him acquainted. She 
was a writer of verses herself—at first sight an alarming fact for a 
literary visitor ; bat it happened that Mrs Riddel's poetry ^was far 
above mediocrity, and that she had too much good sense to allow 
it to become an annoyance to her friends. On the whole, then, 
Woodley Park was a most fascinating retreat for our susceptible 
bard. Nor does it appear that he was treated by either the lady 
or her husband in a patronising way, but, on the contrary, on a 
footing of equality, for the eldest son of the bard has a recoUec- 
tion of Mrs Riddel occasionally making friendly calls at his 
father's house in Dumfries. 

Mrs Riddel had already a little literary scheme of her own in 
view, and wished to consult competent persons on the subject. 
It was not, however, of a poetical nature, and therefore she does 
not seem to have explained it to Bums. As it embraced, in an 
account of a voyage to Madeira and the Leeward Isles, some 
sketches of natural history, she seems to have thought that 
Bums*8 friend SmelHe would be a good adviser respecting her 
scheme. She asked the poet for an introduction. The idea 
seems to have been startling to the bard. To present a beau- 
tiful, young, accomplished .woman of fashion to the hirsute, rough- 
spoken old naturalist, who called him Rabhie^ and perhaps never 
made a bow in his life to man or womanr— how was it to be 
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accomplished ! The way in whidi Bums, after all, perfcmned th6 
duty, is very amnsiiig : 

TO MR WIUJAX SMBLLIB, PRIKTBB. 

DuMPRiss, 2Sd Januarp 1792. 

I SIT down, my dear sir, to iniroduce a young lady to you, and a 
lady in the first ranks of fashion too. What a taskl to you— who 
care no more for the herd of animals called young ladies, than you 
do for the herd of animals called young gendemen. To you — who 
despise and detest the groupings and combinations of Fashion, as an 
idiot painter that seems industrious to place rearing fools and 
unprincipled knaves in the foreground of his picture, while men of 
sense and honesty are too often thrown in the dimmest shades. Mrs 
Biddel, who will take this letter to town with her, and send it to 
you, is a character that, eyen in your own way, as a naturalist and 
a phitosc^her, would be an acquisition to your acqu^tanoe. The 
lady, too» is a votary to the Muses; and as I think myself somewhat 
of a judge in my own trade, I assure you that her verses, always 
correct, and often elegant^ are much beyond the common run of the 
lady-poetesses of the day. She is a great admirer of your book ;i 
and hearing me say that I was acquainted with you, she begged to 
be known to you, as she is just going to pay h»> first visit to our 
Caledonian capital. I told her that her best way was to desire her 
near relation, and your intimate friend, Craigdarroch, to have you 
at his house while she was there ; and lest you might think oi a 
lively West Indian girl of eighteen, as girls of eighte^i too eflen 
deserve to be thought o^ I should take care to remove that prejudice. 
To be impartial, however; in appreciating the lady's merits, she has 
one unlucky failing — ^a fiadling which you will ea^y discover, as she 
seems rather pleased with indulging in it — and a failing that you 
will easily pardon, as it is a sin which very much besets yourself — 
where she dislikes or demises, she is apt to make no more a secret 
of it than where she esteems and respects. 

I will not present you •wiih the unmeaning compliments qf the 
season^ but I will send you my warmest wishes and most ardent 
prayers, that Fortune may never throw your subsistence to the 
mercy of a knave, or set your character on the judgment of a 
FOOL ; but that, upright and erect, you may walk to an honest grave, 
where men of letters shall say : * Here lies a man who did honour to 
science,' and men of worth atudl say : * Here lies a man who did honour 
to human nature.' B. B. 



to MR PBTBR HILL. 

DuMFRnts, Bth Feb, 1791 
Mt dear Friend— I send you by the bearer, Mr Clarke, a parti- 
cular friend of mine, six pounds and a shilling, which you will dispose 
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»f 88 follows : — five pounds ten shilluigs per account I owe Mr 
R. Bum, architect^ for erecting the stone over the grave of pocnr 
Feigusson. He was two years in erecting it after I had commissioned 
him for it, and I hove been two years in paying him, after he sent 
me his account ; so he and I are quits. He had the hardiesse to ask 
me interest on the sum ; but, considering that the money was due 
by one poet for putting a tombstone over another, he may, with 
grateful surprise, thank Heaven that he ever saw a farthing of it 

With the remainder of the money pay yourself for the Office of 
a Messenger that I bought of you ; and send me by Mr Clarke a note 
of its price. Sendjne likewise the fifth volume of the Observer by 
Mr Clarke ; and if any money remain, let it stand to account. 

My best compliments to Mrs Hill. 

I sent you a maukin [hare] by last week's fly, which I hope you 
received. Tours, most sincerely, R. B. 

The account here spoken of has been preserved and copied,. 
The following is a literal transcript : — 

Mr Robbrt Burns 

2b J. & R. Bimir. 
June 23» 1789. 

54 Feet Polished Craigleith Stone tx a Headstone for Robert I £2 14 e 

Fergnsson, at 18. / 

10 Feet 8 inches dble Base Moulding, at Is. 6d. . . 16 

4 Laige Iron Cramps, • S 10 

a Stones to set the base on, at Is. S 

380 Letters on do. at 8b. IAS 

Lead, and setting up Ditto, 5 

Gravediggers' dues, 5 

Mr Robert Bum, in the letter accompanying the account, 
addressed the poet with the familiarity of an acquaintance. After 
apologising for the delay that had taken place in erecting the 
stone, he facetiously says : * I shall be happy to receive orders of 
a like nature for as many more of your friends that have gone 
hence as you please.*^ 

It was probably about this time that Bums inscribed the 
following lines in a copy of The World, from which they have 
been copied : — 

Sl-fated genius 1 Heaven-taught Fergusson 1 

What heart that feels and will not yield a tear, 
To think life's sun did set ere well begun 

To shed its influence on thy bright career. 
O why should truest worth and genius pine. 

Beneath the iron grasp of Want and Wo, 
While titled knaves and idiot greatness shine 

In all the splendour Fortune can bestow I 

1 Gmtle»um't M^gtuine, Hor, 18S9L 
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TO MB JAMBS C[LABKE], MOFFAT. 

DvuWRne, I7lh Fd>, I79B. 

Mt dear Sib — If this finds jou at Moffat, or as soon as it finds 
you at Moffat, you must without delay wait on Mr Riddel, as he has 
been very kindly thinking of you in an affair that has occurred of a 
clerk's place in Manchester, which, if your hopes are desperate in 
your present business, he proposes procuring for you. I know your 
gratitude for past, as well as hopes of future favours will induce you 
to pay every attention to Qlenridders wishes ; as he is almost the 
only, and undoubtedly the best friend that your unlucky fate has 
left you. 

Apropos, I just now hear that you have beat your foes, every tail 
hollow. Huzza ! lo triumphe / Mr Riddel, who is at my elbow, says 
that if it is so, he begs that you will wait on him direcUy, and I 
know you are too good a man not to pay your respects to your 
saviour. Yours, R. B. 

A letter written at this time to William Nicol explains itself a^ 
drawn forth by an epistle of reproachful advice to the poet: 



TO MR WILLIAM NICOL. 

90th Fa>ruarp 179i, 

O THOU, wisest among the wise, meridian blaze of prudence, full- 
moon of discretion, and chief of many counsellors I How infinitely is 
thy puddle -headed, rattle-headed, wrong-headed, round-headed 
slave indebted to thy supereminent goodness, that from the luminous 
path of thy own right-lined rectitude, thou lookest benignly down 
on an erring wretch, of whom tlie zig-zag wanderings defy all the 
powers of calculation, from the simple copulation of units up to 
the hidden mysteries of fluxions ! May one feeble ray of that light 
of wisdom which darts from thy sensorium, straight as the arrow of 
heaven, and bright as the meteor of inspiration, may it be my portion, 
so that I may he less unworthy of the face and favour of that faUier 
of proverbs and master of maxims, that antipode of folly and 
magnet among the sages — the wise and witty Willie Kicol ! Amen I 
Amen ! Yea, so be it ! 

For me! I am a beast^ a reptile, and know nothing! From the 
cave of my ignorance, amid the fogs of my dulness, and pestilential 
fumes of my political heresies, I look up to thee, as doth a toad 
through the iron -barred lucerne of a pestiferous dungeon, to the 
cloudless glory of a summer sun ! Sorely sighing in bitterness of 
soul, I say, when shall my name be the quotation of the wise, and 
ny countenance be the delight of the godly, like the illustrious lord 
of Laggan's many hills! As for him, his works are perfect: 
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never did the pen of calumny bhir the fair page of his reputation^ 
i^oT the bolt of hatred fly at his dwelling. 

Thou mirror of purity, when shall the elfin lamp of ray glimmeroos 
understanding, purged from sensual appetites and gross desires, shine 
like the constellation of thy intellectual powers I As for thee, thy 
thoughts are pure, and thy lips are holy. Never did the unhallowed 
breath of the powers of darkness and the pleasures of darkness 
pollute the sacred flame of thy sky -descended and heaven -bound 
desires ; never did the vapours of impurity stain the unclouded 
serene of thy cerulean imagination. O that like thine were the 
tenor of my life, like thine the tenor of my conversation ! — then 
should no friend fear for my strength, no enemy rejoice in my 
weakness ! Then should I lie down and rise up, and none to make 
me afraid. May thy pity and thy prayer be exercised for, O thou 
lamp of wisdom and mirror of morality ! thy devoted slave, 

K. B. 

A few days after the date of the last letter occurred one of the 
most remarkable events in the life of Bums. It may be related 
in the words of Mr Lockhart, who constructed this part of his 
work from original and authoritative documents : — 

* At that period [1792] a great deal of contraband traffic, chiefly 
from the Isle of Man, was going on along the coasts of Galloway 
and Ayrshire, and the whole of the revenue-officers from Gretna 
to Dumfries were placed under the orders of a superintendent 
residing in Annan, who exerted himself zealously in intercepting 
the descent of the smuggling vessels. On the 27th of February, a 
suspicious-looking brig was discovered in the Solway Firth, and 
Boms was one of the party whom the superintendent conducted 
to watch her motions. She got into shallow water the day 
afterwards, and the officers were enabled to discover that her crew 
were numerous, armed, and not likely to yield without a struggle. 
Lewars, a brother exciseman, an intimate friend of our poet, was 
accordingly sait to Dumfries for a guard of dragoons ; the 
Buperint^ident himself, Mr Crawford, proceeded on a similar 
errand to Ecclefeofaan, and Bums was left with some men under 
his orders, to watch the brig, and prevent landing or escape. From 
the private journal of one of the excisemen^ — now in my hands— it 
appears that Bums manifested considerable irot)atience while thus 
occupied, being left for many hours in a wet salt-marsh, with a 
force which he knew to be inadequate to the purpose it was meant 
to fulfil. One of his comrades hearing him abuse his friend 
Lewars in particular, for being slow about his journey, the man 
answered that he also wished the devil had him for his pains, and 
that Bums in the meantime would do well to indite a song upon 
the i^nggmrd . Boms said nothing ; bat after taking a few strides 
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by himself among the reeds and shingle, rejoined his party, i 
chanted to them the well-known ditty — 



THE DXIL's AWA WI* THB EXCISEMAN. 

{Tvvm-'The Lookingifkut. 

The deil cam fiddling through the town, 
And danced awa wi' the Exciseman, 
And ilka wife cries: * Anld Mahoun, 
I wish yon lock o' the prize man !' 
The deil's awa, the deil's awa, 

The deil's awa wi' the Exciseman ;' 
He's danced awa, he's danced awa, 
He's danced awa wi' the Exciseman! 

Well mak onr maut, we'll brew our drink, 
We'll dance, and sing, and rejoice, man ; 
And mony braw thanks to the meikle black deil 
That danced awa wi' the Exciseman. 
The deil's awa, the deil's awa, 

The deil's awa wi' the Exciseman ; 
He's danced awa, he's danced awa, 
He's danced awa wi' the Exciseman 1 

There's threesome reels, there's foursome reel% 

There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man ; 
But the ae best dance e'er cam to the land 
Was — the deil's awa wi' the Exciseman. 
The deil's awa, the deil's awa. 

The deil's awa wi' the Exdseman ; 
He's danced awa, he's danced awa, 
He's danced awa wi' the Exciseman !] 

'Lewars arrived shortly after with his dragoons; and Bmns, 
putting himself at their head, waded sword in hand to the brig, 
and was the first to board her. The crew lost heart and submitted, 
though their numbers were greater than those of the assaying 
force. The vessel was condemned, and, with all her arms and 
stores, sold next day at Dumfries ; upon which oocasi<m Bnms, 
whose conduct had been highly commended, thought fit to purdiase 
four carronades by way of trophy.' 

Mr Lockhart goes on to say that the poet sent these guns as a 
present ^ to the French Convention,' with a letter testifying his 
admiration and respect, and that the gifl and letter were intei^ 
cepted at the custom-house at Dover. 

The whole affiur was treated by Allan Cnnnindiam as of a 
fiibuloQs character ; but it has been subi^uitiated in th« main 
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psriictilars by Mr Joseph Train, the successor of Lewars as^ 
supervisor at Dumfries, from the original diary of Mr Crawford; 
an account of the seizure and sale of the vessel by Bums himself: 
and a document written by Lewars detailing the circumstance of 
Burns having purchased the four carronades, and despatched them 
as a present to the French Convention. In the sale-catalogue, in 
Bums^s handwriting, which Mr Train possesses, the poet enters 
himself as the purchaser of the four guns for £3.^ 

Some doubt may nevertheless remain as to the gravity of Bums's 
feult in his disposal of the guns. Mr Lockhart says : * We were 
not, it is true, at war with France ; but every one knew and felt 
that we were to be so erelong; and nobody can pretend that 
Bums was not guilty on this occasion of a most absurd and 
presumptuous breach of decorum.' 

With all proper deference, we do pretend at least to doubt, if 
not entirely to deny, that the act of Bums was necessarily to be 
held as a breach of decomm. A careful investigation of dates 
and attendant circumstances places the affair in a light very 
different from that in which it is represented by Mr Lockhart. 
At the time when Bums purchased the four carronades, there was 
no such body in existence as the French Convention. Such a body 
did come into being in the ensuing September; but if Burns 
delayed so long to send the guns, the fact should have been ascer- 
tained and distinctly stated, as a few months in a year distinguished 
by such a rapid course of events, and such extraordinary changes 
of public sentiment, make all possible difference in the character 
of the transaction. If, as is likely, Bums sent the guns to Paris 
immediately on their being bought (for what other purpose could 
he have made such a purchase ?), he must have addressed them to 
the Legislative AsserMif — ^a body which had as yet done nothing 
to forfeit the respect of worthy Englishmen, which was at this 
moment supporting a ministry of the Constitutional party around 
Loois XVI., and holding forth every demonstration of pacific 
feeling towards England. On the 28th of Febmary 1792, it was 
less than a month from the time when Geqrge III. opened parlia- 
ment with little besides congratulations on the peace and internal 
prosperity of the country. The three per cents, were above ninety- 
eixy and expected to go up to par. Not a whisper had yet 
occurred of any proceedings of the British government with 
regard to.tlie bad blood arising between France and the emperor 
of Germany. Not tiU August was the British ambassador recalled 
from Paris ; not till the ensuing January was war proclaimed by^ 
England against France. Bums, in short, was entitled, at this 

I See theae documents more particularly alluded to in Blaclde'B edition of BunM, 
I. ccxliii. 
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particular moment, to make a friendly demonstration towards the 
Frenoh government, without necessarily being presumed to intend 
a breach of decoriun towards his own. It is true we are told 
that the authorities at Dover intercepted the guns ; but we do 
not know how long it was before they reached that place. In the 
state of conveyances at that time, it could not be a very short 
time. If they were . not there before the end of April — war having 
i^then been proclaimed by the French against the emperor— the 
British govemnient might feel warranted in stopping the guns, 
merely from a sense of the impropriety of sending even this small 
modicum of aid to a power which was arraying itself against one 
of our allies. Here it must not be supposed that we are unaware 
that the British court viewed the proceedings of the Legislative 
Assembly with dislike even so early as February. M. de Perigord 
— ^afterwards so well known as Talleyrand — ^having then come to 
sound the English ministry as to their sentiments on the possible 
attack of the French on the emperor^s Flemish domains, found 
himself slighted at the levee, and was passed by the queen in the 
drawing-room without notice. But these were only premonitory 
symptoms of what was to follow. The essential fact of the case 
is, that the minutest daily chronicles of the time bear no trace of 
an apprehension on the part of the public that we were likely 
to become the enemies of France.* If Bums, then, despatched 
these guns soon after purchasing them, he may be said at the 
most to have committed, for a Scottish citizen and public officer, 
a somewhat eccentric action ; but he cannot be accused of an 
'absurd and presumptuous breach of decorum;* nor does it 
appear that his act was regarded in this light by any person 
entitled to take notice of his conduct. 

One inference hitherto unnoted is to be made from his purchese 
of the four guns — ^that he possessed at this time a little spare 
money. Of this there are other symptoms, as his settling Hill*8 
account for books in December, and his soon after disdiarging 
the debt for Fergusson*s tombstone. He afterwards made an 
acknowledgment to his brother Gilbert, that he had incurred 

1 A few gleanings from the nawqiapav of the dagr wOl help us to set » right 
estimate on the act of Bums. 

In the summer of 1791, a gentleman of Glasgowliad commnnicated to La&yetto 
a plan for artillery carried by horses, and four guns so mounted were in consequoioo 
used by bis troops with great effect at the battle of Maubeuge. June 9, 1792. 

In the latter part of January 1792, a subscription was opened at Glasgow * to aid 
the French in carrying on the war against the emigrant prinoes or any fot^gn 
power by whom they nuiy be attacked.' In the words of the paragraph—* It is said 
that £1800 have ah^ady been subscribed.' 

In May 15th, it is stated as a report that sixteen sail of the line are to be flttsd 
out ; * but we do not beUeve it, as we hope our ministry are too prudent to 
think of invQlying this natioo in sny diqmtes that may arise from the Frendi 
ilevoiutios,' 
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6ome debts in coiwequence of carelessness about expense on his 
coining to reside m Dumfries. Thus we see that Bums, when 
he possessed any money over and above what was immediately 
required for subsistence, easily allowed it one way or another 
to slip through his hands. The small reversion of his farming 
scheme did not proDably survive his arrival in Dumfries many 
months. 

An interval of some months elapses, during which we have no 
letters of Bums, nor any trace of his actions. It seems, however^ 
to have been a cheerful period of his life. He is first found 
writing in July, on a trivial piece of business, to an Edinburgh 
musical friend : — 

TO MR SAMUEL CLARKE, EDINBURGH. 

IGth Jufy ]79i. 

Mr Burns begs leave to present his most respectful complimento 
to Mr Clurke. Mr B. some time ago did himself the honour, of 
writing Mr C. respecting coming out to the country, to give a little 
musical instrBction in a highly respectable family, where Mr 0. may 
have his own terms, and may be as happy aa indolence, the devil, and 
the gout will permit him. Mr £L knows well how Mr 0. i^ engaged with 
another family ; but cannot Mr C. find two or three weeks to spare 
to each of them ! Mr B. is deeply impressed with, and awfully con- 
scious of, the high importance of Mr O.'s time, whether in the winged 
moments of symphonious exhibition, at the keys of harmony, while 
Iffitening seraphs cease their own less delightful strains ; or in the 
drowsy arms of slumberous repose, in the arms of his dearly-beloved 
elbow-chair, where the frowsy but potent power of indolence circum^ 
fuses her vapours round, and sheds her dews on the head of hey 
darling son. But half a line conveying half a meaning from Mr CS. 
woold make Mr B. the hapjuest of mortals. 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Anwan Watxr-foot, tid Avffutt 1799. 

Do not blame me for it, madam— my own conscience, hackneyed 
and weather-beaten as it is, in watching and reproving my vagaries, 
follies, indolence, &c. has continued to punish me sufficiently. 

Do you think it possible, my dear and honoured friend, that I could 
be so lost to gratitude for many favours, to esteem for much worth, 
and to the honest, kind, pleasurable tie of, now old acquaintance, and 
I hope and am sure of progressive, increasing friendship — ^as for a 
single day, not to think of you — to ask the Fates what ^ey are 
doing and about to do with my muck-loved fiiend and her wide- 
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•oattered e(mBe<^oii8, and to beg of them to be as kind to 70a and 
yours as they possibly can I 

Apropos I— though how it is apropos I have not leisure to explain 
—do you know that I am almost in love with an acquaintance ni 
yours I Almost 1 said I— I am in love, souce over heikl and ears, 
deep as the most unfathomable abyss of the boundless ocean ! — but 
the word love, owing to the tntermingUdoma of the good and the 
bad, the pure and the impure, in this world, being rather an 
equivocal torm for expressing one's sentiments and sensations^ I 
must do justice to the sacred purity of my attachment. Know 
then, that the heart-struck awe ; the distant humble approach ; 
the deli^^t we should have in gazing upon and listening to a mes» 
senger of Heaven, appearing in all the unspotted purity of his 
celestial home, among the coarse, polluted, fajt inferior sons of men, 
to deliver to them tidings that mi^ their hearts swim in joy, and 
their imaginaUons soar in transport-HBuch, so delighting and so pure, 
were the emotions of my soul on meeting the other day with Miss 
Lesley BaiUie, your neighbour at Mfayfield]. Mr B. with his two 
daughters^ accompanied by Mr H. of O., passing through Dumfries a 
few days ago, on their way to England, did me the honour of calling 
on me ; on which I took my horse — though, (jk>d knows, I could ill 
qnare the time — and accompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, and 
dined and spent the day with them, Twas about nine^ I think, 
when I left Uiem, and riding home, I composed the following ballad, 
of which you will probably think you have a dear bargain, as it 
will cost you another groat of postage. You must know that there 
is an old ballad beginning withr— 

* My bonnie Lizzie Baillie, 
I 'U Towe thee in my plaidie/ &c 

80 I parodied it as f<^ow8, whidi is literally the first cffpjf *iiii- 
•Bointedy unannealed,' as Hainlet says : — 



BONNIE LSSLET. 

O saw ye bonnie Lesley, 

As she gaed ower the Border ! 

She's gane, like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests ^G^rther. 

To see her is to love her. 
And love but her for ever ; 

For nature made her what she is, 
And never made anither ! 



Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
Thy subjects we, before thee ; 

Thou art ^vine, fedr Lesley, 
The hearta o' men adore thee. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CELEBKATE8 MISS LESLEY BAILLIS. 229 

The deil he conldna scftiUi thee, 
Or aught that wad belang thee ; 

He 'd look into thj bonnie face. 
And say, * I canna wraDg thee I' 

The powers aboon will tent thee ; 

Misfortune sha' na steer thee ; 
Thou 'rt like themselves sae lovelj, 

That ill they'll ne'erjet near thee. 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we may brag, wq^ liae a lass 

There 's nane again sae bonnie.^ 

So much for ballads. I regret that you are gone to the east 
country, as I am to be in Ayrshire in about a fortnight This world 
of ours, notwithstanding it has many good things in it, yet it has ever 
had this curse — that two or three people, who would be the happier 
the oftener they met together, are, almost without exception, always 
80 placed as never to meet but once or twice a year, which, considM> 
ing the few years of a man's life, is a very great *evil under the sun,' 
which I do not recollect that Solomon has mentioned in his catalogue 
of the miseries of man.* I hope and believe that there is a state 
of existence beyond the grave where the worthy of this life will 
renew their former intimacies, with this endearing addition — that 
• we meet to part no more.' 

* Tell us, ye dead. 
Will none of yoo in pi^ diacloee the aeorat, 
* What'tityouare, andwemnstdkortlybe?*' 

A thousand times have I made this apostrophe to the departed sons 
of men, but not one of them has ever thought fit to answer the 
questioa. '0 that some courteous ghost would blab it out J' But it 
cannot be : you and I, my friend, must make the experiment by 
ourselves and for ourselves. However, I am so convinoed that aa 
unshaken faith in the doctrines of religion is not only necessary, 
by making ns better men, but also by inaking us happier men, that 
' I should take every care that your little gDdson, and every little 
creature that shall call me father, shall be taught them. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at this wild place of 
the world, in the intervals of my labour of discharging a vessel of 
ram from AnUgua. *R. B. 

> Mies Lesley Bafllie became Mn Cumzning of Logle, and died at Edinbuis^, 
July 1843. 

> Blalz's Orave, 
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TO MR CUNNINOHAM . 

DuMTRiES, lath September 1792. 

No! I will not attempt an apology. Amid all my hmry of 
business, g:rinding the faces of the publican and the sinner on the 
merciless wheels of the Excise ; making ballads, and then drinking 
and singing them ; and, over and above all, the correcting the press* 
work of two different publications ;i still, still I might have stolen five 
minutes to dedicate to one of the first of my friends and fellow- 
creatures. I might have done, as I do at present^ snatched an hour 
near * witching-time of night,' and scrawled a page or two. I might 
have congratulated my friend on his marriage;^ or I might have 
thanked the Caledonian archers for the honour they have done me ' 
(though, to do myself justice,! intended to have done both in rhyme^ 
else I had done both long ere now.) Well, then, here is to your 
good health !— for you must know, I have set a nipperkin of toddy 
By me, just by way of spell, to keep a^ay the meikle homed~d^ 
or any of his subaltern imps, who may be on their nightly rounds. 

But what shall I write to you t — * The voice said. Cry ;* and I said, 
• What shall I cry !* O thou spirit I whatever thou art, or wherever 
thou makest thyself visible ! Be thou a bogle by the eerie side of an 
auld thorn, in the dreary glen through which the herd-callan maun 
bicker in his gloamin route frae the fauld ! . Be thou a brownie, set, 
at dead of night, to thy task by the blazing ingle, or in the solitary 
bam, where the repercussions of thy iron flail half affright thyself, ' 
as thou performest the work of twenty of the sons of men, ere the 
cock-crowing summon thee to thy ample cog of substantial brose. 
Be thou a kelpie, haunting the ford or ferry in the starless night, 
mixing thy laughing yell with the howling of the storm and the 
roaring of the flood, as thou viewest the perils and miseries of man 
on the foundering horse, or in 4\\e tumbling boat ! Or, lastly, be thoa 
a ghost, paying thy nocturnal visits to the hoary ruins of decayed 
grande]ur ; or performing thy mystic rites in the shadow of the 
time-worn church, while the moon looks without a cloud on the 
silent, ghastly dwellings of the dead around thee ; or taking thy 
stand by the bedside of the villain, or the murderer, portraying on 
his dreaming fancy, pictures dreadful as the horrors of unveiled 
hell, and terrible as the wrath of incensed Deity! Come, thoa 
spirit, but not in these horrid forms ; come with the milder, gentle, 
easy inspirations which thou breathest round the wig of a prating 

1 Mr Cieech to Mr Cadell, June 13. 1792: ' I enclose a sheet of Bums's Poems, 
now going on , that you may have the plate in readinebs. There will be fifty pagei 
of additioi^al poems to this edition.' 

The other work now in the course of being corrected by Bums as it passed 
through the press was probably Johnson's Musical Museum 

••[Mairied] at Edinburgh (April 13, 1792). Mr Alexander Cunningham, writer, 
to Miss Agnes Moir, youngest daughter of the late Rev. Henry Moir, minister of 
the gospel at Auchtertool. '—&»<« 3fagazine. 

9 The diploma sent by this honourable body to the poet is in jKMsession of hlc 
son. Major J. Q. Bums. 
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advocate, or the tite-drtiU of a tea-sipping gossip, while their tongnea 
run at the light-horse ^Ilop of clish-maclaver for ever and ever — come 
and assist a poor devil who is quite jaded in the attempt to share 
half an idea among half a hundred words ; to fill up four quarto 
pages, while he has not got one single sentence of recollection, 
information, or remark, worth putting pen to paper for. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Apropos, how do you like— I mean really like — the married life! 
Ah, my fHend ! matrimony is quite a different thing from what your 
love-sick youths and sighing girls take it to be ! But marriage, we 
are tc^d, is i^pointed by Qod, and I shall never quarrel with any 
of his institutions. I am a husband of older standing than you, 
and shall give you my ideas of the conjugal state {enpoMcuU; you 
know I am no Latinist ; is not conjugal derived from jugum, a yoke !) 
Well, then, the scale of good wifeship I divide into ten parts: 
Good-nature, four ; Good Sense, two ; Wit, one ; Personal Charms — 
namely, a sweet face, eloquent eyes, fine limbs, graceful carriage (I 
would add a fine waist too, but that is soon spoilt, you know), all 
these, one ; as for the other qualities belonging to or attending on a 
wife, such as Fortune, Connections, Education (I mean education ^ 
extraordinary), fiimily blood, fcc. divide the two remaining degrees 
among them as you please; only, remember that all these minor 
properties must be expressed hy fractions, for there is not any one 
of them, in the aforesaid scale, entitled to the dignity of an integer. 

As for the rest of my fancies and reveries — how I lately met with 
Hiss Lesley Baillie, the most beautiful^ elegant woman in the world 
—how I accompanied her and her fiE^thePs family fifteen miles on 
their journey out of pure devotion, to admire the loveliness of the 
works of God, in such an unequalled display of them — how, in 
galloping home at night, I made a ballad on her, of which these two 
stanzas make a part — 

* Thou, bonnie Lesley^ art a queen. 

Thy subjects we before thee ; 
Thou, bonnie Ledey, art divine, 
^ The hearts o' men adore thee. 

The very deil he conldna scathe 

Whatever wad belang thee! 
He'd look into thy bonnie face, 

And say, <* I canna wrang thee." ' 

Behold all these things are written in the chronicles of my imagina- 
tion, and shall be read by thee, my dear friend, and by thy beloved 
BpousBf my other dear friend, at a more convenient season. 

Now, to thee, and to thy before-designed 6o«ow-companion, be 
given the precious things brought forth by the sun, and the precious 
things br<Might forth by the moon, and the benignest influences of 
the stars, and the living streams which flow from the fountains of 
life, and by the tree of me, for ever and ever! Amen! R. B. 
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The Scots Musical Museum of Johnson was originally an 
engraver's undertaking. The assistance of Burns unexpectedly 
made it an ample repertory of the Scottish music and songs, 
besides giving it the attractions of his own brilliant muse. It 
had also the benefit of the co-operation of Mr Samuel Clarke, the 
or^niflt) in harmonismg the airs. It was, however, a work of 
plMn f^pearance, and scarcely suitable in purity of taste for 
refined society. 

About the time at which we have now arrived, a small fraternity 
of musical amateurs in Edinburgh had matured the design of a 
collection of the Scottish airs with poetry, in a'much more elegant 
form, under more rigid editorial care, and with the novel advantage 
of symphonies and accompaniments by the first musicians of 
the continent. The person chiefly concerned was Mr George 
Thomson, a man somewhat above Bums's own age, occupying 
the sitiiation of clerk in the office of the Board of Trustees for the 
Encouragement of Manufactures in Scotland. Another was the 
Honourable Andrew Erskine, brother of the musical Earl of 
Kellie,' a wit and versifier well known in aristocratic circles^ 
The former gentleman lived till February 1851 in the possession 
of all his faculties, not less in the enjoyment of his favourite 
music, and of all the rational pleasures of society — a remarkable 
proof of what a moderate, cheerful mind, not unduly tasked by 
business or crushed by care, will do in prolonging life, and thus 
forming a striking contrast to the hapless bard of Caledonia. 
It was determined by the little group of amateurs that the 
assistance of Bums should be asked, and Mr Thomson accordingly 
addressed bim. 



MR THOMSON TO BURNS. 

Edinburgh, SepUmiftt 1792. 

Sir — ^For some years past I have, with a friend or two, employed 
many leisure hours in selecting and collating the most favourite of 
our national melodies for publication. We have engaged Pleyel, the 
most agreeable composer living, to put accompaniments to these, 
and also to compose an instrumental prelude and conclusion to 
each air, tlie better to fit them for concerts, both public and p>ma%. 
To render this work perfect, we are desirous to have the poetry 
improved wherever it seems unworthy of the music ; and that it is 
so in many instances is allowed by every one conversant with our 

1 Third son of Alexander, fifth Earl of Kdlie, hy Janet, daughter of the cele- 
brated phyaieiaa and wit, Dr Pitcaim. Mr Erskine was the author in part of a 
eurious and rare volume entitled Z<ttir« between the Hon. Andrew Ertkine and Jamm 
BoeweU, Eiq. London^ 1763— an amusing specimen of youtbftU ftolie and vivaistigr. 
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teoflical oollectioasr. The editoni of these seem in general to have 
depended on the music proving an excuse for the verses ; and hence 
some charming melodies are united to mere nonsense and doggrel, 
"while others are accommodated with rhymes so loose and indehoate 
as cannot be sung in decent company. To remove this reproach 
would be an Wfl^ task to the author of the CoUei^s Saturday Night; 
and, for the Honour of Caledonia, I would fain hope he may be 
induced to take up the pen. If so, we shall be enabled to present 
the public with a collection infinitely more interesting than any that 
has yet appeared, and acceptable to all persons of taste^ whether 
they wish for correct melodies, delicate accompaniments, or charac- 
teristic verses. We will esteem your poetical assistance a parti- 
cular fkvour, besides paying any reasonable price you shall please 
to demand for it. Profit is quite a secondary consideration with us, 
and we are resolved to spare neither pains nor expense on the 
publication. Tell me frankly, then, whether you will devote your 
leisure to writing twenty or twenty-five songs suited to the particular 
melodies which I am prepared to send you. A few songs, exception- 
able only in some of their verses, I will likewise submit to your 
consideration, leaving it to you either to mend these or make new 
songs in their stead. It is superfluous to assure you that I have no 
intention to displace any of /the steriing old songs ; those only wiH 
be removed which appear quite silly or absolutely indecent. Even 
these shall be all examined by Mr Bums, and if he is of opinion 
that any of them are deserving of the music, in such cases no divof ce 
shall iak& place. G. Thomson. 



BUBNS TO MR T^OMSON. 

DuMPRixs, I6th Sept, 17M. 
SiBr— I have just this moment got your letter. As ihe request you 
make to me will positively add to my enjoyments in complying with 
it, I shall enter into your undertaking with all the small portion of 
abilities I have, strained to their utmost exertion by the impulse of 
enthusiasm. Only, don't hurry me—* Deil tak the hindmost' is by no 
means the cri de guerre of my Muse. Will you, as^^tm inferior to 
none of you in enthusiastic attachment to the poetry^md music of old 
Caledonia, and, since you request it, have cheerfully promised my mite 
of assistance — will you let me have a list of your airs with the first 
line of the printed verses you intend for them, that I may have an 
opportunity of suggesting any alteration that may occur to me? 
You know 'tis in the way of my trade ; still leaving you, gentlemen, the 
undoubted right of publishers to approve or reject, at your pleasure, 
for your own publication. Apropos, if you are for English verses, 
there is, on my part, an end of the matter. Whether in the simplicity 
of the ballad, or the pathos of the song, I can only hope to please 
myself in be^ allowed at least a sprinkliog of our native tongue 
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English Tenes, particidarlj the works of Scotnneii that have meri^ 
are certainly very eligible. Tweedside! Ah I the poor shephertFs 
mournful fcUef Ah! Chloris^ cotdd I now but sit} &c. you cannot 
mend; but such insipid stuff as To Fanny fair could I impart^ kc 
usually set to The MiU^ MiU^ 0! is a disgrace to the collections in 
which it has already appeared, and would doubly dis^^e a collection 
that will have the very superior merit of yours. BuRnore of this in 
the further prosecution of the business, if I am called on for my 
strictures and amendments — I say amendments, for I will not alter 
except where I myself, at least, think that I amend. 

As to any remuneration, you may think my songs either above or 
below price ; for they shall absolutely be the one or the other. In 
the honest enthusiasm with which I embark in your undertakings to 
talk of money, wages^ fee, hire, &c. would be downright prostitution 
of soul ! ^ A proof of each of the songs that I compose or amend I 
shall receive as a favour. In the rustic phrase of the season, ^ Guda 
speed the warki' I am, sir, your very humble servant, 

KBvmm, 

In August, Johnson published the fourth volume of his Scot^ 
Musical Museum^ containing a number of songs by Bums, eitiier 
wholly original, or improvements upon rude ditties of the oldea 
time. Such as have not already been inserted in connectioa with 
particular dates and circumstances are here presented : 

CRAIOIEBURN WOOD. 

Sweet closes the eve on Craigiebum Wood, 
And blithely awaukens the morrow ; 

But the pride of the spring in the Craigiebum Wood 
CSan yield me nothing but sorrow. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie^ 
And oh, to be lying beyond thee 1 

O sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That's laid in the bed beyond thee. 

I see the spreading leaves and flowers, 



^^ear the wild birds singing ; 
BuM)h 



BuTpleasure they hae nane for me. 
While care my heart is wringing. 

I canna tell, I maunna tell, 

I darena for your anger; 
But secret love will br^ik my hearty 

If I conceal it langer. 

1 In manuscript a clause here erased by Bums : * except, excuse my vanity, jnm 
•hould for OUderoif prefer my own song, ** From thre, EHta^ I must go." * 

s This ezprstsion wm aUered by Cunid. In the original manuAorfpt, a •tron^M 
term waa raiplcgred. 
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I fde thee gpncefb', straiglit, and tally 

I see thee sweet and honnie ; 
Bat oh, what will my torm^Bts be, 

If thou refuse thy Johnnie I 

To see thee in another's arms, 

In love to lie and languish, 
Twad be my dead, that will be seen, dMtli 

Hy heart wad burst wi' anguish. 

Bat, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine. 

Say thou loes nane before me ; 
And a* my days & life to come 

I'll gratefully adore thee. 

[The abore, he biniMlf telli as, was compoeed as a representation of the 
paasioa which a Mr Gillespie, a particular friend of his, had for a young Uuij 
named Lorimer, who had been bom at Craigiebum Wood, a beautiful place near 
Moffat. The names of Gilleepie and Lorimer are still to be seen inscribed oo a 
pane in the poet's parlour window at Ellisland. As Miss Lorimer was bom in -177fi» 
•he must have been only sixteen at most whMi wooed vicariously in these impaa- 
siened stanzas. It was not her destiny to beonne Mrs GillcHi^e ; but it waa 
nserved fsr her to be the snbiject of many olher lays by Bums, as will be learned 
more particularly from a subsequent part of these memoirs. Buma aHerwards 
altered and reduced the song of Oraigiebum Wood into the following more oomct, 
but also tamer form :— • 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigiebum, 

And blithe awakes the morrow ; 
But a* the pride o' spring's return 

Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

I see the flowers and spreading trees^ 

I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But what a weary wight can please^ 

And care his bosom wringing f 

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart, 

Yet darena for your anger ; 
But secret love will break my heart 

If I conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anither, 
When }'on green leaves fade frae the tree, 

Around my grave they'll wither. 
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nUJE THE VBIBND8 AKD LAND I LOTS. 

Air— Carron Sidc^ 

Fne the friends and kmd T love 

Driven by fortune's fellj spite^ 
Frae my best beloved I rove, 

Never mair to taste delight ; 
Never mair mami hope to find 

Ease frae toil, relief frae care : 
When remembrance wracks the mind. 

Pleasures but unveil despair. 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear. 

Desert ilka blooming shore, 
Till the Fates nae mair severe, 

Friendship, love, and peace restore ; 
Till Revenge, wi* laurelled head. 

Bring our banished hame agun; 
And ilk loyal bonnie lad 

Gross the seas and win his ain. 

t*BiinitM7B ofthiiMmg: "ladde^thelastftrarltaMiliywAyofgiTliigatiKBl 
th)» tiMme of the poem, sudi as it ii.*' The whole song, however* li in hit ow 
haadwritiiiff, «ad I hare reason to helieve itis aU his own.*— iStoiAouM.] 



MBIKLB THIKKS MT LOYE. 
Tun s— Jfy Tocher *s the Jewd, 

m«kle thinks my luve o' my beauty, 

And meikle thinks my luve o* my kin; 
Bat little thinks my luve I ken brawlie 

My tocher 's the jewel has charms for him. 
It's a' for the apple he*ll nourish the tree; 

It's a' for the honey he '11 cherish the bee ; 
My laddie 's sae meikle in luve wi' the sillw, 

He canna hae luve to spare for me. 

Your proffer o' luve's an arle-penny. 

My tocher 's the bargain ye wad buy ; 
But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin', 

Sae ye wi' another your fortune maun try. 
Ye 're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood, 

Ye're like to the bark o* yon rotten tree, 
Ye '11 slip frae me like a knotless thread. 

And ye'll crack your credit wi' mae nor me. 

[Although this song appears in the Utueum with the name of Boms, Mrs Begf 
affirms that it Is in xeaUtjr only an improrepient h/ her hrothev upon an 4UL long.] 
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WHAT CAN A TOURO LASSIXt 
Tmm-'Whatema Ymtng lattU do wC tui AuSd Maanf 

What can a young laasie, what shall a young lassie^ 
What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man ! 

Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller and lanM 

He's always compleenin' frae momin' to e'enin', 

He hoasts and he hirples the weary day lang ; cougha 
He's doyl't and he's dozin', his bluid it is frozen, 

drmry's the night wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He himis and he hankers, he frets and he cankers^ 

1 noTer can please him, do a' that I can ; 
He's peevish and jealous of a' the young fellows : 

O do<d on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 

My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity, 

I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan; 
I'll cross him, and wrack him, until I heart-break him, 

And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 



HOW CAV I BB BUTHX AHB OLADI 
Tvirs— 1^ Bmmie Lad 1hat*ifat awck 

O how can I be blithe and glad, 
Or bow can I gang brisk and braw, 

When the bonnie lad that I loe beei 
Is ower the hills and iar awa ! 

It's no the frosty winter wind. 

It's no the driving drift and snaw; 

But aye the tear comes in my ee. 
To think on him that's far awa. 

My father pat me frae his door, 

My friends they hae disowned me a' ; 

But I hae ane will tak my part, 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

A pair o^ gloves he bought to me. 
And silken snoods he gae me twa; 

And I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa. 

[*He took the first line, and even lome hints of his verses, from an old song in 
Herd's coUeoUon, which begins, Him eon I U hlWu argkud, w in mjr mind contented 
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X DO CONFESS THOU ART SAI| VAIR. 

I do oonfess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been ower the lugs in loye^ 
Had I na found the slightest prayer 

Thai lips could speak thy heart could move. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets^ 
Thy iavonrs are the silly winc^ 

That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

£lee yonder rose-bad, rich in dew^ 

Aniang its native briers sae coy ; 
How sune it tines its scent and hue 

When poued and worn a common toy ! 
Sic fate, ere lang, shall thee betide^ 

Thoi^h ihou may gaily bloom awhile ; 
Tet sune Uiou shalt be thrown aside 

Like ony conmion weed and vile. 

[Altered tnto the Scotch language by Barns from an English posm by Sir Robert 
Ayton, private secretary to Anne, consort of James YL Sir Robertll reiMe are a* 
follow:^ 

I do confess thou "rt sweet ; yet find 

Thee such an unthrtft of thy sweets. 
Thy favours are but like the wind, 

That kiaseth every thing it meets ; 
And since thou canst with more than one, 
Thon'M worthy to be kissed by none. 
The n^ondng roee tbat untouched stands, - 

Armed with her Mora, how vnfeeiij andlst 
Bnfc plucked and strained through ruder hands, 

Her scent no Icmger with her dwells. 
But soent and beauty both are gone. 
And leaves fall from her <meby onek • 
Such Hate, ere lonjer, will thee betide. 

When thou hast handled been awhile ; 
Like sun -flowers to be thrown aside. 

And I shall sigh while some will smile : 
So see thy love for more than one. 
Has brought thee to be loved by none.] 



rife^ 



TOK WILD M0S8T MOUNTAINS. 

Tvvm— Ton wild Moiff Mauntaint, 

[*Thl» tnae is by Oswald : the song alludes to a part of my privalftJbdsloty wUea 
it is ofno consequence to the world to know.'— Burns.] - , 

Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide^ ; 

That nurse in their bosom the youth o' the Clyde,, 

Where the grouse lead their coveys through the heather to feod^ 

And tbo. shepherd tents his flock as he pipes on his reed. 
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O POE ANE-AND-TWENTy, TAV. 

Kot Ck>wrie^8 rich valleys, nor Forth's sunny shores^ 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild mossy moors; 
For there, by a lanely and sequestered stream, 
Besides a sweet lassie, my thought and my dream. 

Amaog thae wild mountains shall still be my path. 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow strath; 
For there, wi* my lassie, the day lang I rove. 
While o'er us unheeded flee the swift hours o^ love. 

Bhe is not the &irest, although she is £ur; 
C nice education but sma' is her share ; 
Her parentage humble as humble can be ; 
But I loe the dear lassie because she loes me. 

To beauty what man but maun yield him a prize^ 
In her armour of glances, and blushes, and sighs! 
And when wit and refinement hae polished her dorti^ 
They dazzle our een, as they flee to our h^urts. 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling ee, 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart beating love as I'm clasped in her arms^ 
Oh, these are my lassie's all-conquering charms ! 



O FOR INE-AND-TWENTT, TAM. 

Tuns— 27be Moudiaoort. 

I' The tattjMt of this song had a real origiii : a young girl having boon left aom* 
p toifwi y by a near relation, and at her own disposal on her attaining minority, was 
pressed by her relations to marry an old ridi booby. Her affections, however, had \ 

previous^ been engaged by a yonng man, to whom she had pledged her troth when / 

she should become ot age, and she of course obstinately rejected the soUeitationa 
of her iiriends to any other match. Bums represents the lady addressing her youth- 
fdl lorer in the language of constancy and affection.'— /St«iiA<mfe.] 



And O for ane-and-twenty. Tarn, 

And hey, sweet ane-and-twenty, Tarn, 

I'll leam my kin a rattlin' san^ 
An I saw ane-and-twenty. Tarn. 

They snool me sair, and hand me down, Kano 

And gar me look like blnntie, Tam ! a snivelkr 

But three short years will soon wheel roun*— 
And then comes an&«id-tweniy, Tam. 
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A Mhio^Wtt^t a daat o' gwt, 
Was left m« by my auaiie, Taa ; 

At kith or kin I iie«diia spier, adc 

An I saw ane-and-tireaity, Tarn. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coo^ fool 

Though I myaeF hae plenty, Tarn ; 

But hear'st thou, laddie— there's my loof— y^im 
I'm thine at ane«and-4wenty« Tanu 



BBSS AND BSR SPINNIKO-WHBEI.. 

Tmrs— 2^ AoeeCIoM thtt leet me, 

O leeze me on my ^nninff-wheel, 

O lease me on my rock and reel ; 

Frae tap to tae that eleeds me bten^ eomfbrMify 

And haps ^le fi^ and warm at e'en 1 inapi oiiaa 

I'll set me down and aing and spin. 

While laigh descends the simmer stm, lev 

"BLetA wi' content, and milk and meal— 

O leeze me on my spinning-wheel 1 

On ilka hand the bumies trot, 

And meet below my theekit oot| 

The scented birk and hawthorn whlte^ 

Across the pool their arms nnite^ 

Alike to screen the birdie's nsst^ 

And little fishes' caller rest: aool 

The sun blinks kindly in the biel', siMd 

Where blithe I torn my spiuiiag-wheel. 



On lofty aiks the cushats wail. 

And echo cons the doolfu' tale ; 

The lintwhitee in the hazel brae6^ 

Delighted, rival ithei^s lays : 

The craik amang the clover hay, luid-raSl 

The paitrick whirrin' o'er the ley. 

The swallow jinkin' round my shid, 

Amuse me at my spinning-wheel. 

WT SBMk' to sell, and less to boy, 
Aboon distress, bek)w envy, 
O wha wad leave this humble state. 
For a' the pride of a' the great ! 
Amid their flaring, idle toys, 
Amid th^r cumlmius, dinsome joys, 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of BecBy at her apimung-wheelt 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



C0T7NTBT LiJSIC. 2tt 



MITH8PALS*S WBLCOHE HAHE. 

[Written when Lady Wirifred Maxwell, the descendant of the finrfeited Karl of 
Nithadale, returned to Scotland and rebuilt Terreglea Honso, in the stewartry of 
Kirkcndbright. Captain Riddel of Olenriddel furniihed the air to which Bums 
eomposed the Toraea.] 

The noble Maxwells and their powers 

Are coming o'er the Border^ 
And they'll gae bigg Terregles towers. 

And set them a' in order. 
And they declare Terregles fair. 

For their abode they choose it ; 
There's no a heart in a' the land 

But's lighter at the news o't. 

Though stars in skies may disappear, 

And angry tempests gather. 
The happy hour may soon be near 

That brings us pleasant weather: 
The weary night o' care and grief 

May hae a joyful morrow ; 
So dawning day has brought relief — 

Fareweel our night o' sorrow! 



COUNTRY LASSIE. 
Tnws— 3%« QnuUrp Last* 
In simmer, when the hay was mawn, 

And com waved green in ilka field. 
While claver blooms white o'er the lea, 

And roses blaw in ilka bield ; 
Kithe Bessie in the milking shiel. 

Says : * I'll be wed, come o't what wilL* 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild : 

< O' guid advisement comes nae ilL 

* It's ye hae wooers mony ane, 

And, lassie, ye 're but youngs ye ken 5 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale 

A routhie butt^ a routhie bent 
There's Johnnie o' the Buskie Glen, 

Fn' is his bam, fu' is his byre ; 
Tak this frae me, my bonnie hen. 

It's plenty beets itxe luver's fire.' 

'For Johnnie o' the Buskie Glen, 

I dinna care a single file ; 
He loes sae weel his crt^ and kye, 

He has Hae love to spare for met 
UL L 
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1£^ UFE AND W0BK8 OF BTJBN8. 

Bui blithe 's the blink o' Bobbie's ee, 
And, weel I wat, he loes me dear : 

Ae blink o' him I wadna gie 
For Bnskie Glen and a' hit gear.' 

* O thoughtless lassie, life's a faught; 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair; wisett way 
But aye fou han't is fechtin best, 

A hungry care's an unco care: . 
But some will spend, and some will spare. 

And wilfu' folk maun hae their^will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yiU.' 

'O gear win buy me rigs o' land, 

i^d gear will buy me sheep and kye ; 
Bui the tender heart o' leesome luve 

The gowd and siller canna buy. 
We may be poor — Robbie and I, 

Light is the burden luve lays on ; 
Content and luve brings peace and joy-^ 

What mair hae queens upon a throne I' 



FAIR SLIZA. 

[Bimai composed this mmg to s Highland air which he foond in Maodoiiald'S 
edleotioB. In the original mannMript, the name of the heroine la RaUna, which 
he it nndentood to liave afterwarda. changed to Eliza, for reaaont of taate. Mr 
Stenhooae relatea that the vereeB were designed to embody the pamion of a Mr 
Hunter, a friend of the poet, towards a Rabina of real life, who, it would i^year, 
was lored in vain, for the loYer went to the West Indies and there died soon after 
UeairtvaL] 

Turn again, thou fair Eliza, 

Ae Idnd blink before we part^ 
Hue on thy despairing lover I 

Canst thou break his faithfu' heart! 
Turn again, thou fair fUiza ; 

If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence. 
Under friendship's kind disguise ! 

Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ! 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thou wreck hispeace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ! 
While the life beats in my bosom, 

Thou shalt mix in ilka throe ; 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden, ■ 

A0 sw#et smilo on md bestow* 
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Not the bee upon the blo88oni» 

In the pride o' sunny noon; 
Kot the little BportiBg fiurj. 

All beneath the simmer moon: 
Kot the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens on his ee. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the raptnre 

That thy presence gies to me. 



O LUVB WILL YBNTURE IN. 

Tvirx»T%« PoHe. 

O luTO wiU yentnre in where it dauma weel be seen ; 
O luve will venture in where wisdom ance has been ; 
But I will down yon river rove, among the wood sae 
And a' to pu' a posie to my ain dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', the firstling o' the year, 
And I will pu' the pink, the emblem o' my dear ; 
For she's the pink o' womankind, and blooms without a peer— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

Ill pu* the budding rose, when Phoebus peeps in view, 
For it^B like a baumy kiss o* her sweet bonnie mou' ; 
The hyacintii for constancy, wi' its unchanging blue — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The lOy it is pure, and the lily it is fair. 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the liljr there; 
The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I will pu' wi' its locks o' siller -gray, 
Where, like an aged man, it stands at break of day ; 
But the songster's nest within the bush I winna tik away— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I will pu' when the e'ening star is near, 
And the diamond drape o* dew shall be her eea sae clear ; 
The violet's for modesty, which weel she fa's to wear — 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

Ill tie the posie round wi' the silken band o* hive. 
And I'll place it in her breast, and I'll swear by a' above. 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall ne'er remoTO— 
And this shall be a potie to my «b dear May. 
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MA UFE AND WOBKS OT BURNS. 

THE BANKS OF DOON. 
rvum-CeOtdonianBmetddighL 

Te banks and braes o' bonnie Dooa, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair ; 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sae weary fa' o' care ! 
Thou 'It break^my heart, thou warbling bird. 

That wantons through the flowering Uumt: 
Thou minds me o' d^iorted joys^ 

Departed— never to return I 

Aft hae I rored by bonnie Boon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine; 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve^ 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
And my fause lurer stole my rose, 

But ah! he left the thorn wi' me. 

This, it will be observed, is a second version of the ballad which 

Bums produced in 1787 upon the sad fate of Miss Peggy K . 

Although none of Boms's songs has been more popular than 
this, one cannot but regret its superseding so ^tirelj the original 
ballad, wMch in touching simplicity of expression 10 certsjnly 
much superior. 



WILLIE WASTLB. 

TVHUe Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The epoi they called it Linkum-doddie; 
'Willie was a wabster guid. 

Could stown a clew wi' ony bodie. 
He had a wife was dour and din, haxd 

Oh, Tinkler Madgie was her mither— 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wadna gie a button for her. 

8he kaa an ea— the has but ane^ 

The cat has iwa the very colour; 
Five rusty teeth, fiMrbye a stump, 

A clapper-toi:^e wad deave a miller: 
A whifdun' beard about her mou', 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither — 
Sic a wife as Willie hod, 

I wadna gie a button for h^. 
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'flow qeivtlt, awEBT Arroif . 246 

Sh&^n boBgli-l&oaghed, die'&heiiHahiimed) 

Ae limpin' leg a hand-breed shorter ; 
She*8 twisted right, she's twisted left, 

To balance fair in ilka quarter : 
She has a hump upon her breast. 

The twin o' that upon her shouther— 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wadna gie a bntton for her. 

Auld baudrons by the ingle sits^ the oat 

And wi' her loof her face a-washin'; pftim 
But Willie's wife is nae sae trig, 

She dights her srunzie wi' a hushion ; mouth ouahioa 
Her walie nieves like midden-creels, hugo fUta 

Her face wad fyle the Logan- Water — 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wadna gie a button for her. 



PLOW GBNTLT, SWEET AFTON. 
TVMM—The TiOowAaind laddie. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braei^ 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy pnuse ; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds through .Uie gle% 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwing thy Screaming forbear, 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofby, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far marked with the courses of dear winding rills; 
Th€te daily I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eyd. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below. 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow ; 
Th^e oft as mild evening weeps over the lea, 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream, Ailon, how lovely it glides^ 
And winds by tha oot where my Mary resides; 
How wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy clear wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton^ among thy green braes. 
Flow gently^ sweet river, the theme of my lays; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently. Sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 
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246 IkFfi AKD W0BK£U>7 BURKS. 

Df Ctinie states that tllis song was eomposed in hononr of Mn 
Stewart of Stair, whose paternal property was situated On the 
banks of the Alton, an Ayrshire tributary of the Nith, near New 
Cumnock. Mrs Stewart, it will be recollected, was one of the 
first persons of rank who knew or extended any friendship to 
Burns. In a paper by Mr Gilbert Burns, communicating to Mr 
George Thomson memoranda of the subjects of his brother*s 
spngs, Flow gentlp. Sweet AfUm is thus noticed : — * The poet^s 
Highland Mary. But Dr Currie gives a different account of it. 
. . . . G. B. thinks Dr C. misinformed in several of the above 
particulars ; but he must not be contradicted.' It may be doubted 
if Mr Gilbert Bums was rightly informed on the sul^ect. 



THE SMILING SPRING. 
TuwB— 27^ Bonnp Belt, 

The smiling spring comes in rejoieing, 

And suriy winter grimly fli«8 ; 
Kow crystal clear are the falltng waters^ 

And bonnie blue are the sunny skies. 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth the mornings 

The evening gilds the ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning 

And I rejoice in my bonnie Bell. 

The flowery spring leads sunny summer, 

And yellow autumn presses near. 
Then in his turn comes gloomy winter, 

Till smiling spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancings life advaneing^ 

Old Time and Nature their changes tdl. 
But never ranging, still unchanging^ * 

I adore my bonnie BelL 



THE GALLANT WBATEB. 

Tuw«— 2%« Weaver^ March. 

Where Cart rins rowin' to the sea, 
By mony a flower and spreading tree, 
There lives a lad, the lad for me, 
He is a galfaoft weaver. 

I had wooers aucht or nine. 
They gied me rings and ribbons fine; 
And I was feai^d my heart would tmc^ 
And I gtod it to the weaver* 
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she's FAjB AND FAUSB. 247 

Mj daddie 8{||;ii^ mj tocher-bandy dcwry-boiid 

To pe the lad that has the land ; 
But to my heart I'll add my hand, 
And gie it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
While bees delight in opening flowers ; 
While com grows green in simmer showers^ 
I'll love my gallant weaver. 



she's fair jlvd fause. 
TvHM—SJie *s Fair and Faute^ 

She 'a £ur and fiuiae that oaaaes my smarts ujge 

I loed her meikle and lang ; 
fihe's broken her vow, she's broken mj hearti 

And I may e'en gao hang. 

A coof cam in wi' routh o' gear, foei abundance 

And I hae tint my dearest dear; loti 

But woman is but warld's gear, 
Sae let the bonnie lass gang. 

Whae'er ye be that woman love, 

To this be never blind — 
Nae ferlie 'tis though fickle she prove^ won4«r 

.A woman has't by kind. 

woman, lovely woman fair ! 
An angel form's fa'n to thy share, 
'Twad been ower meikle to gien thee mair — 
I mean an angel mind. 

[In A wag CBtitUd The Addrtu, whidi appears in The Lark (S vols. 1765), there 
is » pftwiiao which pwrbaps suggested the thought in the fourth stanza of the above 
song— 

Twixt pleasing hope and painful fear 

True love divided lies ; 
With artless look and soul sincere. 

Above an mean disguise^ 
For Cdia thus my heart has mered. 

Accept it, lovely Ikir ; 
I *ve liked before, but never loved. 
Then let me not despair. 

My fftte before your feet I lay. 

Sentence your willing slave ; 
Bemember that thongh tyrants slay, 

Tei hMmaly powan save. 
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To bleM i8 heaTen** peebliipgneA, 

Let me a Ueesing find ; 
And since you wear an arigtPtfactt 

ikemo an angeTs mind.1 

Mrs Dunlop bad written to Bums regarding her widowed 
daughter, Mrs Henri, who had gone to France with her infant, in 
order to introduce him to his father's family. The detlnrone- 
ment of the king and proclamation of a republic, and the wild 
outrageous proceedings against all persons of rank suspected of 
royalist fedings, had involved the young i^idow in seriona 
troubles, to which the state of her own health was no light 
addition. 

TO UBS DUNLOP. 

DuMFKiBs, iiih SkpUmAer 17BS. 

I BATB tfai0 mommit^ my deaar madam, yomrs of the ^3d. All 
yomr other kind reproached your nevm, kG, are ont of my head, 
when I read and think on Mrs Henri's m^x^Jtatm, €k>od €k>d ! a 
heart-wounded, helpless yonng womaa-^in a strange, foreign land, 
and that land convulsed with every horror that can harrow the 
human feelings — sick — ^looking, longing for a comforter, but finding 
none — ^a mother's feelings too— but it is too much : Ho who wounded 
— He only can — may He heal ! 

I wish the farmer great joy of his new acquisitioa to his family.^ 
« « « I cannot say that I give him joy of his life as a farmer. 
Tis as a farmer paying a dear, unconscionable rent — ^a eUreed life ! 
As to a laird farmiaff his own property ; sowing liis own com in 
hope; and reaping it, in spite of brittle weather, in gladness; 
knowing that none can say unto him, 'what 'dost diou?' — ^&ttening 
his, herds; shearing his flocks; rejoicing at Christmas; and begetting 
sons and daughters, until he be the venerated, gray-haired leader 
of a little tribe — 'tis a heavenly life! but devU take the life of 
reaping the fruits that another must eat. 

Well, your kind wishes will be gratified as to seeing me when I 
make my Ayrshire visit. I cannot leave Mrs B. until her nine 
months* race is run, which may, perhape, be in three or fear weeks. 
She, too, seems determined to make me the patriarchal leader of a 
band. However, if Heaven will be so obliging as to let me' have 
them in the proportion of three boys to one girl, I shall be so much 
the more pleased. I hope, if I am spared with them, to shew a set 
of boys that will do honour to my cares and name ; but I am not 
equal to the task of rearing giris. Besides, I am too poor — a girl 
should always have a fortune. Apropos : your little godson is 
thriving charmingly, but is a very devil. He^ though two years 
younger, has completely mastered liis brother.. Robert is indeed 
the mildest, gentlest creature I ever saw. He has a most surprising 
memory, and is quite the pride of his schoolmaster. 

1 Aim of Mrs 
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Ton know how rasdUy we get into pmttlelipon a flnl^t dear to 
oar heart-r-yon emu esumse it. Oodbless youand;^oursI B. B. 

It BO happiened, nevertheless, that Mrs Burns brought her 
husband a girl, bom on the 21st November. Th« child was 
named Elizabeth Riddel, in honour of the lady of Friars' Carse, 
and lived to be a great favourite with her fkther. A native of 
Dumfries puts Bums into an attitude more than usually pleasing to 
contemplate, in describing him, as she has ofVen seen him, sitting 
in the summer evenings at his door with this little infant in his 
arms, dandling her, singing to her, and trying to elicit her mental 
faculties. It will be found that the child was not destined to a 
long life, and that her death was a source of the deepest affliction 
to our poet at a time when other woes were pressing upon him. 

Mrs Rtddd had visited Edinburgh in January, had made the 
acquaintance of Mr Smellie, and soon after (March 7th) we find 
her transmitting to that sage her manuscript of travels. In an 
accompanying letter she alludes to our poet. * Robbie Bums dined 
with us the other day. He is in good health and spirits ; but I fear 
hni Muse will not be so frequent in her inspirations, now that he 
has forsaken his rural occupations.' Smellie read the lady's manu- 
script with surprise. He says, March 27th : * When I considered 
your youth, and still more your sex, the perusal of your ingenious 
and Judicious work, if I had not previously had the pleasure of 
your conversation, the devil himse^ could not have frightened me 
into the belief that a female human creature could, in the bloom 
of youth, beauty, and consequently of giddiness, have produced 
a performance so much out of the line of yoUr ladies* works. 
Smart little pc^ma, flippant ropiances, are not uncommon ; but 
science, minute observation, accurate description, and excellent 
<H)mpo«ition, are qualities seldom to be met with in the female 
world.' ^ It seems worth while to transcribe these sentences of 
Smellie, in order to help out our picture of a lady who certainly 
was one of the most intimate friends that Bums ever had, and 
whose character of course, on the principle of nosdtur a socUe^ 
serves as an illustration of his own. 

A small volume being put by Mrs Riddel to Smellie's press, 
the acquaintance between that pair advanced during the summer, 
and at length in September, when the book was nearly ready for 
pttblication,^ the eccentric naturalist came to Dumfries, and spent 

1 Kerr's MermHrt of William SmeUie, 2 vols. 

' Mrs Ridderg work ia announced in tfao Scoti Magazine of November 1792, as pub- 
lished, under the following title :—Vopage* to the Madeira and L^v>ard Caribbei 
Islands; toith Sketcbti of the Natural Ifbtory ef these fslandfo. By Marin ^**9**^ 
Cadell, LoudiA } Hm, BiUnlNU«li, 
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some time wk^ the lady and Mb fmnd Bakbk. llie gay yomg 
authoress seduced Sraellie to present his~extraordia«ry %»re at 
one of the assemblies of Dumfries, and it is understood that he 
and Bums received some species of public entertainment from 
the magistrates. There must have been some brilliant though 
mixed scenes at Woodley Park and elsewhere on this occasion — 
vivid gaiety from the lady, wit, sense, knowledge from Smellie, 
dashes of electric genius from Bums. They woul^d differ from 
such reurUona in our own time, in as far as there was then less 
restraint of speech. Even a woman of refinement in those days 
had to Btand a. great deal frpm her male friends. For example, 
we fiad Smellie telling Mr^ Riddel, afrer a two months' aci^uaint- 
ance : * Your name, to quiet your conscience, shall foe contracted 

Maria B , though I still thlpk it would do great honour to any 

***** in Britain*' The blank Jeft by our authority can of course 
be easily Aupplied* 



MR THOBISON TO BURNS. 

Edinburob, 13th Oek ITSU 

PSAR Sir — ^I received wiUi mudi satisfaction your {rfeaMmt and 
obliging letter, and I return my warmest acknowledgments for the 
enthusiasm with whioh you have entered into our undiertaking. We 
have mow no doubt of being able to produce a collection highly 
deserving of public attention.in all respects. 

I agree with you in thinking English versQs, that have merit, very 
eligible, wherever new verses are necessary, because Uie English 
becomes everv year, more and more, the language of Scotland ; but 
if you mean that no English verses, except those by Scottish authors, 
ought to be admitted, I am half inclined to differ fxym you. , I should 
consider it unpardonable to saerifiee one good song in the Soottieh 
dialect, to noike room for English verses ; but if we can select a Ibw 
excellent Ones suited to the unprovided or illrpravidedairs, would it 
not be the very bigotry of literary patriotism to reject emjiy merely 
because the authors were hwrjn south of the Tweed ! Our sweet air. 
My 2fan»ie, 01 which in the collections is joined to the poorest stuff 
that Allan Ramsay ever wrote, beginning, Wbdle some for pleasure 
pawn their healtk, answers so finely to Dr Percy's beautiful song, O 
^anq/, toilt thou go with me f ttiat one would tJiink he wrote it on 
purpose for the air. However, it is not at all our wish to confine you 
to English verses : you shall freely be allowed a sprinkling of your 
native tongue, as you elegantly express it ; and, moreover, we will 
patiently wait your own time. One thing only I beg, which i% that^ 
however gay and sportive the Muse may be, she may idways be decent. 
Let her not write what beauty would blush to speak, nor wound that 
charming delicacy which forms the most precious dowry of our 
daughters. I do not conceive the song to be the most proper vehicle 
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tn wftlj md-lnrflliaiii 6oiieeito; nmpKcitj, I l>«li«t«, should be Us 
prosraieaft fmJtwre; bat in some of oar songs the writers have eo»> 
founded siraplicity with ooarsenew and mighty ; although, between 
the eiie and the othmr, as Dr Beattie well observesy there is ai great 
a dilRurenee ai between a plain suit of ctothes and a bitndle of rags. 
The humoroos ballad or pathetic comfrfunt is best suited to our 
artless melodies; and more interesting, indeed, in all songi^ than the 
most pointed wit, dazzling descriptions, and ^wery fancies. 

With these trite observations, I send ^rou eleven of the songs, for 
which it is my wish to substitute others of your writing. I shall soon 
transmit the rest, and, at the same time, a prospectus of the whole 
coUeotion ; and jroo maj believe we will receive any hints ttiai yon 
are so kind as to give for improving the work iHth the greatest 
pleasure and thankfulness. I remain, dear sir, kc. 



BURNS TO MR THOMSON. 

Ht dear Sir — ^Let me tell yon that you are too fastidious in yobr 
Meas of tongi and ballads. I own that your criticisms are just : the 
songs ydu specify in your list have, all but one, the faults you remark 
in 5kem; but who shall mend the matter! Who shall rise up and 
say, < Go to I I will make a better !' For instance, on reading over 
The LeatRig^ 1 immediately set about trying my hand on it, and, 
after all, I could make nothing more of it thim the following, which 
Heaven knows, is poor enough :— 

THS LE^-RIO. 
Tvwm—Ttu Lea-Miff. "" 

When o*er the hill the eastern star 

Tells boghtin time is near, my jo ; ftldiac 

And owsen frae the furrowed field, 

Return sae dowf and weary O ; dull 

Down by the bum, where scented birks 

Wi* dew are hanging clear, my jo^ 
'^m meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

In mirkest glen, at midnight honr, 

I'd rove, and ne'er be eerie O, alkaid 

If through that glen I gaed to thee^ 

My ain ki|id dearie 0. 
Altb<>ugh the night were ne'er sae wet^^ 

And I were ne'er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O. 

I Thi« word, which raises an unpleasant idea as to the tritnation of the Iov«a«, 
was subsequently altered by Uw poet to wild-' •vidsntly a ffMt impcoflBMal^* 
laytDrOnnto. 
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Yma^akmRrml^iMk as ^ the spfeitiide^ Dr Bmy% 'MiM to Um 
«iiV Manniej 0/ is jnat. It is besito^ perhiq)8k ihe most beavtiAil 
baU*d m the ^iglish langnage. But let me remade to y%a, tfafti ia 
the sentiment stnd style of our 8cotti^4drs, there is 41 pastoral sim- 
phcit j^ a something that one may oaU the Doric style and direct of 
vocal nlusic^ to which a dash of our native tongue aad mawiera is 
partiookudy^ nay peculiarly, i^qMsito. For this reason, and, upon 
my honour, fo^r tl^ reason al<me, I am of oj^nion-— but, as I told you 
before, my opimon is yours, freely yours, to ^^pprc^e or reject, as 
you please — thafen^ htJlaA of NawneyO I migfit perhiqis do ibr one 
•et of verses to the tune. Ko«r don't let it enter into your head 
that yon are under any necessity of taking my verses. I Inve long 
Mgo Biado up my nund as to my own r^mtation in tiie business <^ 
authorship, and have nothing to be plesused or offended at in yenr 
adoption or rejection of my verses. Though you ^ould reject one 
hair of what I give you, I shall be pleased with your adopting the 
other half, and shall continue to serve you with the same assiduity. 

In the printed copy of My Nannie^ 1 the name of the river is 
horridly prosaic. I wfll alter it : ' 

• Behind yon hills where Lugar flows.* ' 

Oiryan is the name of the river that suits the idea of the stmza 
best, but Lugar is the most agreeable modulation of syllabi^. 

I will soon give you a great ma^ay more remarks on this business ; 
but I have just now an opportunity 'of conveying you, this scrawl^ 
free of postage, an expense that it is ill able to pay ;i so, with'my 
best compliments to honest Allan^ Gude be wi' ye^ &c. ' 
Fridap night. 

Saturday mominjf. 

As I find I have still an hour, to sparb this morning before my 
conveyance gofes away, I will give you jiannie, 01 eii lei^h. 

Tour remarks onEtoe-^giUs^MQ/non^WQ just; still it has obtained 
a place among our more classical Scottish songs ; and what *with 
many beauties in its composition, and more prcgudk^es in its favour, 
you will not find it easy to supplant it. 

In my very early years, when I was thinking of going to the West 
Indies, I took the following farewell of a dear girl. It is quite 
triflings and has nothing of the merits of Etoe-bughts; but it will 
fill up this page. You must know that all my earlier love-songs 
were the breathings of ardent passion, and though it might havo 
been easy in after-times to have given them a polish, yet that polish 
to me, whose they were, and who perhaps alone cared for them, 
would have defaced the legend of my heart, which was so foithfuUy 
inscribed on thefil. Their uncouth simplicity was, as they say of 
wines, their race. 

[Here follows ihe song, WUl pe go to the Indies, my Marp f Mr Thomson did not 
»do]>t the-song in his collection.] 

Oala Water and A%dd Rob Morris, I think, will most probably be 

' The postage marked on ttw first letter of Bum* to Mr Thomson is 8d.— ■• 
modestly did the poet regiud th«M brUUaat oontribotioas to his friendVi woilc. 
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! ifae Bexfc siAjeei of mj B w ni ng> > Htwevw, «v)M on mj veneif 
gpeak out your critioiain* with equal frankness. My wish is, not to 
stand aloof, the uncomplying bigot of opinidtreti, but cordially to 
join issue with you* in the furtherance of the work. 

A temporary absence occurred at this time. On his return, the - 
bard found a letter of Mrs Dufdop, iDft>niiii^ him of the melan- 
choly death of her dai^ter, Mn Henri.^ 



TO Hits BUKLOP. 

[DUHrRiBS, October n9i,2 

I HAD been from home, and did not receive your letter until my 
return the other day. What shall I say to comfort yoo, my nrach- 
valued, much-afflicted friend f I can but grieve with you ; consola- 
tion I have none to offer, except that which religion holds out to the 
children of affliction — (children of affliction ! — how just the expres- 
sion 1) — ^and, like every other family, they have matters among them 
whieh they bear, see, and feel in a serious, all-important manner, of 
which the world has not, nor cares to have, any idea. The world 
looks indifi^rently on, makes the passing remark, and proceeds to the 
next novel occurrence. 

Alas, madam! who would wish for many years! What is it but 
to drag existence until our joys gradually expire» and leave us in a 
night of misery — like the gloom which blots out the stars, one by 
one, from the fkce of night, and leaves us without a ray of comfort 
in the howling waste! 

I am interruptod, and must leave off. You shall soon hear from 
me again. R. B. 



BURNS TO MR THOMSON. 

J f t m rnher 8, 1791 
If you mean, my dear sir, that all the eongs in your collection 
shall be poetry of the first merit, I am afraid you will find more 
difficulty in the undertaking than you are aware ^t There is a 
peculiar rhythmus in many of our airs^ and a necessity of adapting 
syllables to the emphasis, or what I would call the feature-notes <^ 
the tune, tiiat cramp the poet^ and lay him under almost insuperable 
difficulties. For instance, in the air. My Wife 's a Wanton Wee Thing^ 
if a few lines smooth' and pretty can be adapted to it, it is all you 
can expect The following were made extempore to it ; and though, 
on further study, I might give you something moro profound, yet it 

> It will be obserred tl^t Burns here uses n familiar Engliidi law-term ia a 
contrary sense. 

* * Sept 15, [died] at Hnget, Aigailloii, Mn Henry, widow of Uw late James 
Beniy, Bb^V-AcoCi Mh^ 1792, 
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ttighi pQl siii ib» lig^i^MfM gaUep of tl» ftor m wdl M this nndout 

clink :~ 

MT wife's ▲ WINSOMK WEE THING. 

She is a winsome wee ttdng, 
8he is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee tfaing,i 
This sweet wee wife o* Bune. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never loed a dearer ; 

And neist my heart 1*11 wear her, 

For fear lojr jewel tine. 

O leeze me on my wee thing, 
Hy bonnie blithesome wee &!ng ; 
Bae lang's I hae my wee thing, 
I'll think my lot divine. 

'1%ongh warld's care we share o% 
And may see meikle mair o't; 
Wi' her 101 blithely bear it, 
And ne'er a word repine. 

I haVe just been looking over the Ccllitr'a Bonnie Dochter; and if 
the following rhapsody, which I composed the other day on a 
charming Ayrshire girl. Miss Lesley BaiUie of MayfieH as ^^ passed 
through this place to Englanc^ will suit your taste better th^ the 
CoUier Lauie^ faU on and wdk»me : — 

[Here follows Bonnie LUkif, which see dntei.] 

I have hitherto deferred the subtimer, more pathetie airs, mitil 
more leisure, as they will take, and deserve, a greater effort. How- 
ever, they are all put into yoor hand% as clay into the hands of the 
potter, to make one vessk to honour and another to dishotiottr. 
Farewell, Jw. 



BURVS TO VR THOMSON. 

nth November 1T9S. 
HIGHLAND MART. 

Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 

The castle o' Montgomery, 
Oreen be your woods, and feir your flowers^ 

Your waters never drumlie I ^ mndiy 

' MaiMsoript** She is a wiasoroe wee thing.* The attermtloii wtt ly Mr Thomsoft. 
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Snnre AiimMr fiist i»i£uild her rebee^ 

And there, the langest tarry; 
For there I took the last £u*eweel 

C my sweet Highland Mary« 

How sweetly Uoomed the gay green hirk. 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
As underneath their fragrant shade 

I clasped her to my bosom! 
The golden hoars, on angel wings, 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; ' 
For dear to me as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Harj^ 

Wi' mony a tow, 9nd locked embrace^ 

Our parting was fo' tender; 
And, pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore oiursela a ren d er : v 

But, ohl fell death's ontimely ^nmt, 

l^t nipt my flower sae e«rly I 
Now green's the sod, and oftuM's the olay, 
r That wraps my Highland Mary I 

pale, pale now, those rosy lip% 

I aft hae kissed sae fondly 1 
And dosed for aye the sparkling glance 

That dwelt on me sae Idnd^ : 
And mouldering new in silent dost 

That heart that loed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 

Mt DSAm SiE-t^I ag^ree with yon that the song, KcdhariM Ogie^ is 
▼ery pocnr stuff, and mnwerthy, idtogether nnwoithy, of so beautiful 
an air. I tried to mend it, but the awkward sodnd, Ogie, recurring 
eo often in the rhyme, spoils every attempt at introducing sentiment 
into the piece. The foiegoinff song pleases myself; I think it is in 
my happiest manner: you will eoe at first glance that it suits the 
air. Tlw subject of the so«g is one of the most interesting passages 
of my you^ul days, and I own that I should be m«ch Ottered to 
see the verses set to aa air which would insure celebrity. Perhaps^ 
after all, 'tis the still glowins^ prejudice of my heart that throws « 
borrowed lustre over the mems of the oompoeition* 

I have partly taken your idea of A^ Mob Morris, I have 
adopts the two first verses, and am going on with the song on a 
new plan, which promises pretty well. I take up one or another, 
just as the bee of the moment buzzes in my bonnet-hig ; and do you, 
Sana cir^monie, make what use you choose of the productions. 
Adieu, kc. 
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In those days^ ^» little theatre of Dom&ieB waiB pretty tega- 
larly open each-winter nnder the care of a Mr Sutherland, whom 
we have already seen Burns patronising while he resided at £llis- 
land. In the corps dramoHque was a Miss Fontenelle, a smart 
and pretty little creature, who played Little Pickle. in the Spoiled 
Childj and other such characters. Bums^ who was fond of the 
English drama, admired the performances of Miss Fontenelle, and 
was disposed to befriend her. We £nd liim taxit)g his muse in 
her behalf. - 

THE EIGHTS OF WOMAN, 

AN OCCASIONAL ADDBBB6 SPOKEN BY MISS VONTENELLB ON BKK BBNBFrf 
NIGHT [Nov. 56, 1792.] » 

While Europe's ^e is ixed on mighty things^ 
The fate of empiraa and the £ekll of kings ; 
While -quacks of state onist each produce bis plaiii^ 
And even children lisp the Rights of Man ; 
Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention, 
The,B%ht8 of Woman merit some attention. 

f 
First, in the sexes' intermixed connection. 
One sacred Right of Woman is — Proiectien. 
The tender flower that lift* its bead, ^ate, 
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defaced its lovely ibrm. 
Unless your^sheUer ward th* impendutg-^tortQ. 

Our second R%ht--~but needless here iS eautimi. 
To keep that right inyiolat^'s the fashion, 
Each man of sense has it so full before him. 
He'd die before heM wrong it — ^'tis Deoonmi* 
There was^ indeed, in ftu; less polished days, 
A time when rough nule man had naugh^ ways ; 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a riot, 
Kay, even thus invade a lady's quiet.' 
Now, thank our stars ! these Qothie times are fled ; 
Now, well-brctd men—and yon are all well-bred — 
>Ioet justly think (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduct neither spizit, ^nt, nor manners.^ 

For Right the ttiird, our last, our best, our dearest^ 
That right to fluttering female hehrts the nearest, 

1 The. bill of tiw nlgfat announceB the OouiOru G*rl aa the plaj, and that, fhei*. 
after. * Miss Fontenelle will deliver a new Qeca*4onal Addreef, written by ib 
Robert Bums, called The Rights of tf^oman'-^Zhtm/rie^ limes Newspaper, 

* An ironical > aUusiOn to the annual aatumalia of the GAledonian Hunt ftt 
Dumfriesi^ 
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Wlncii wtn th« Biglite of Eu^ in hfw proifawitiwi 
Most humbly own — 'ti« dear^ dear AdimniUoQ I 
In that blest i^eco alone we live and move ; 
There taste that life of life— immortal love. 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, ^ts, dirtation3, airs, 
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with sdl her charms, 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ! 
But trikce with kings and tmce with constitntions^ 
With bljM>dy armaments and revolutions, 
Let majesty your first attention summon, 
Ahl ga ira! tbb majestt of woman ! 



TO MISS FONT£NELL£. 

Madam — ^In such a bad world as ours, those who add to the 
scanty sum of our pleasures are positively our benefactors. To you, 
madam, on our humble Pumfries boards, I have been more indebted 
f<n* entertainment than ever I was in prouder theatres. Your charms 
as a woman would insttre applause to the most indifferent actress, 
and your theatrical talents would insure admiration to the plainest 
figure. This, madam, is not the unmeaning or insidious compliment 
of the frivolous or interested ; I pay it from the same honest impulse 
that the sublime of nature excites my admiration, or her beauties 
give me- delight. 

Will the foregoing lines be of any service to you in your approach* 
in^ benefit night ? If they will, I shall be prouder of my Muse than 
ever. They are nearly extempore : I know they have no great 
merit; but though they should add but' little to the entm*tatBment 
of the evening, they give me the happiness of an opportunity to 
declare how much I have the honour to be, kc, B. B. 



TO MI8S FDMTSICSLLBy ON SEBINa QBR IN A FAVOUBITS 
CHARACTfiR. 

Sweet naivete of feature^ ' 

Bimple, wild, enchanting eU^ 
Not to the^ but thanks to Nature, 
, Thou art acting -but thyself 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected, , 
Spmming nature, t(n*turing art; 

Iatos and graces aJl rejected. 
Then indeed thoa'dg^ act apart. 
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The NdFember <>f this yeur— the t^ne when bis daughter was 
given to him, and wh^a he found leiuire and spirits to attend the 
theatre and confer on a favourite actress the help of his pen — 
appears to have been a p^iod of dai^ness with Burns. We can 
see in some of his letters of this period the contortions of a spirit 
which felt itself under an unworthy bondage, and altogether out of 
harmony with circumstances* 

Mrs Riddel was about to bespeak a play at the theatres 



TO MRS RIDDEL. 

I am thinking to send my 4^ddr:ew iotome periodieal publicationy 
but it has not got your sanction ; so pray look over it. 

As to the Tuesday's play, let me beg of you, my d^ar madam, to 
give us 7^ Wonder^ a Woman keeps a Secret! to which please 
add The SpoiU CkUd — ^you will highly oblige me by so doing. 

Ahy what an enviable creature you are! There now, this cursed 
gloomy Hue-devil day, you are goiog to a party of choice spirib^ — 

* To play the shapoi 
Of frolic iiuioy, and incessant torta. 
Ilicse nH>id pictures, ai| aasraiUed train 
Of fleet ideas, never Joined beforoi^ 
Where Uvdy wit exciti» to gay surprise ; 
Or folly-painting Aumouiv grave himself, ' 
r Calls laughter forth, deep shaking every nerve.* 

But SB yon rejoice with them that do rejoice, do also remember to 
weep with them that weep, and pity your m^aneholy friend^ 

B.a 

Another kidy had agreed to honour a boiefit with bar patron- 
age : 



MaDam — ^You were so very good as to promise me to honour my 
friend with your presence on his benefit night. That night is £xed 
for Friday first : the play a most interesting one— Sf%e Wity to Keep 
Him. I have the pleasure to knew Mr G. weU. His merit as an 
actor is generally acknowledged. He has genius and worth which 
would do honour to patronage : he is a poor and modest man ; claims 
which, from their y&ty sUemsef have tha more forcible power on the 
generous heart. Alas, for pity 1 that from the indolence of those 
who have ihe good things of this life }b. their gifi» too often does 
brazen-fronted importunity snatch that boon, the rightlul due of 
retiring, humble want I GHT all the qualities we. assign to the Author 
/ and Bhrector of Nature, by far the most enviable is, to be able ' to 
wipe away idl tears firom all eyes.' O what insSgnfficant^ sordid 
wretches are they, howev^ <diaiioe may lytve loaded them with 
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irealtlt, who go to their grftves^ to thoir magnificent mmudmmtf wtth 
hardly the conscioiuBieM of having made one poor honest heart 
happy. 
B^t I craye your pardon, madam ; I came to beg, iiot to preach. 

R. B. 



TO M&S RIDBBL. 

I Will* wait on yon, my erer-valoed firiend, hot whether in the 
meming I am not rare. Sunday dooet a period of our curst revenue 
business, and may probably keep me employed with my pen 
until noon. Fine em^oyment for a poet's pen! There is. a 
species of the human genius that I call the gin-horse cLaas : what 
enviable dogs they arel. Round, and round, and round they go. 
Mundell's o^ that drives his cotton-mill,^ is their exact prototype 
— without an idea or wish beyond their drcle — fat, sleek, stupid, 
patient, quiet, and contented; while here I sit, altogether Novem- 

berish, a d melange of fretfulness and melancholy ; not enough 

of the one to rotise me to passion, nor of the other to repose me in 
torpor ; my soul flouncing and fluttering round her tenement, h\sA a 
wild-finch, caught amid the horrors of winter, and newly thrust into 
a cage. Well, I am persuaded that it was Of me the Hebrew ^age 
prophesied, when he foretold—' Apd,behold, on whatsoever this man 
doth set his hear^ it shall not prosper V If my resentment is 
Awaked, it is sure to be where it dare not squeak ; and if— ♦ • • 

Pray that, wisdom and bliss be more frequent visitors of 

R.B. 

It id somewhat startling to And this sudden access of melan- 
choly in the midst of a bustling routine of business which left 
little time for meditation, and while the Miise was e^iger to use 
every spare moment for those pastoral effusions which so much 
gratified Jdr Thomson. The source of the evil does not seem 
to have been in any part of the external lot of Bums. Again 
' HOi-M£ME ' was his worst enemy. 

In the summer of 1790, as well as in that of the subsequent year, 
Mrs Bums bad left her husbwid for several weeks, while she 
visited her father and mother at Mauchline. It was natural 
for the young wife to desire to spend a little time with her own 
relations, and to shew them her thriving young broody but it 
was an injudicious step for the wife of such a husband i it tended 
to break t}ie good domestic habits which for some time our 
poet had been forming. His sister Agnes, Who had been 
at EUisland from the beginning superintending the dairy, used 

. 1 A email cottcn-mai britfiglng to a Mr MimdeU wiw at this time in full activi^ 
iaDumftiMi 
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to say tliat she never know faim £eu1 to keep geod hoot* at ni^rt 
tin the first imliicky absence of her stster-in-law in Ayrshire. 
When there is no loved one at the fireside to be pleas^ by a 
husband's early return to that region of connubial happiness, one 
great reason for regularity in the life of the husband is wanting. 
When a wife is long absent, the loyalty of the most devoted 
husbands will be apt in some small degree to abate. These 
dangers were particularly great in the case of a social «• spirited, 
impressionable man like Robert Bttma, of whom we have seen 
his brother state that, witlvregard to his bachelor l<»ves, ^ wiule 
one was reigning paramount in his affections, he wm frequmitly 
encountering other attractions, which Ibrmed s<» many mider* plots 
in the drama of his love.' That openness to a succession of 
new and supervening passions which had been closed since his 
marriage two years ago, appears to have been renewed during 
the absence of the legitimate divinity. Bums, in short — and it 
aeems best to be at once brief and explicit — forgot on this 
oocasion a sacred obligation, and established what was to him a 
source of distressful recollection for the remainder of his life. 
The story is one of bitterness and humiliation to all the admirers 
of this great genius, for who can but grieve to think of noble 
qualities of mind and heart degraded by. such errors? Yet it is 
not a tale without its redeeming traits. It presents us, first, a 
poor girl, lost to the reputable world; next Bnrns, seeking an 
asykun for a helpless infant at his brother's;' then a magnanimous 
wife interposing with the almost romantically -generous offer to 
become herself its nurse and guardian. Here one could almost 
persuade himself he saw a final cause for sin in the generous 
atoning sacrifices which it may evoke from the innocent for the 
sake of the guilty. The babe was soon' after found by Jean's 
father in the same cradle with a child of her own, and drew from 
him the surprised inquiry if she had again had twins; when 
she quietly answered, that the second baby was one of whom she 
was taking temporary charge for a sick friend. She brought up 
the little girl to womanhood with an unvarying kindness of 
demeanour which created a filial degree of attachment; and we 
cannot doubt that she never uttered one word of complaint on 
the subject to her repentant husband. 

Tt was just at the crisis at which we are now arrived that Mrs 
Bums accidentally became aware of the evil consequences of her 
Mauchline visits. Though the fact was regarded on her part 

1 This child obtained the name of Elizabeth, which waa a Ikvourite one with 
Burns* and borne by each of aU the three daughters bom to hira. Bhe is now (1851) 
a Mi« Thomson, In bimilie life at FoUookrtiaws»ReiifimiBriiire»^i4 to 11^ 
all his children the only one tfcrikiBgljr like himaell 
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whh a hteTM^ raiMMM, the eomcioottien <tf kit orror did not 
the less gall the sensitiTe spirit of our poet. Let us hope that 
his mental pains did not solely refer to the mere disoovery of his 
gailt, or to the penalty of verations and hard-borne expenses 
which it brought upon Mm. It is, however, a significant fact, that 
one of those fits of melancholy tinged with splenetic views of 
society which make their appearance in Bums^s letters, coincided 
in time with a& affisur which we know most have been attended 
with ^jrievout self-accQiatioos. May we not reasonably suspect that 
odkefs of his miiaiitlirepio effusions spcang from the hearth own 
bittemeM widi iftself ? Aha I is not this the ordinary explanation (^ 
such efikstonft? It there rerily hi the world anything- greatly to 
discompose a man, besides the Promethean vultiire of a sense of 
his own errors? 

Amidst all chafings of the pained spirit, o«r bard could carry 
on his pleasant correspondence with Mr Thomson respecting 
new songs proposed for old melodies — pastoral sighings breathed 
while his own soul was wholly out of joint, and most men were 
ganng appalled at what appeared an outbreak of Tartarus in a 
neighbouring country. 



MR THOHSOK TO BURNS. 

EDiiTBtimoB, Nov,. ITBdL 

DXAR BiR— I was just going to write to yov< that oa meeting with 
jonr Nannie I had fallea violently m love with her, I thank you, 
there£»re, for sending the charming rustic to me, in the dress you 
wish her to appear before tiie public. She dees you great credit^ 
and will soon be admitted into the best company. 

I regret that your song for the Lea-Rig is so dnyri : the air is 
^y, soon sung, and very pleasing; So that, if the singer st^fw at the 
end of two stanzas, it is a pleasure lost tm it is well possessed. 

Although a dash of our native tongoe and manners i» doubtless 
peculiarly congenial and appropriate to our mdodles, yet I shall be 
able to present a considerable number of the very Flowers of Knglish 
song, well adapted to those m^odies, whieh, in Bnglaiid at least, will 
be the means of recommending them to still greater attenlioa than 
they have procured there. J&t you will obMrve my plaa Is^ that 
every aur shall, in the first place^ have verses wholly by Scottish 
poets ; and that those of Engli^ writers shall IbUow as additional 
songs for the choice of the singer. 

What you say (^ the Ewe^igkta is just ; I admire it, and never 
meant to supplant it. All I requested was, that yon would try your 
hand on some of the Inferior stamBss, whksh are apparently bo part 
of the original song; but tins I do «ei nrge^ heema the any is of 
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Btifficient lengtii Uiongk tliose inlbrier itaoaa* te •iiii|M,«« th^ 
will be bj^ the nnger of taste. Tob most not thinly I expect all the 
■ongs to be of raperiatiTe mmt ; that we^ an ipireasoiiable expeo- 
tatioB. I am seiisible that no poet caa sit down doggedly to pen 
Terses, and succeed well at all times. 

I am highly pleased with your hamorons and amorous rhi^ddy 
on Bonnie Ledey ; it is a thousand times better dian the Gomel's. 
Lassie, ' The deil he couldna scaith thee,' &c. is an eccentric and 
happy thought. Do you not think, howerer, that the names of sudr 
old heroes as Alexander sound rather queer, unless in pompons or 
mere burlesque Terse f Instead of the lln^ * And ilevisr made 
anither,' i would humbly suggest,* And ne'er nuude sic amthei^ ;' and 
I would faan have you simetitute some d^ier line far * Return to 
Caledcmis^' in tiie last Terse, because X thmk this alteration of the 
orthography and of the sound of Caledonia^ disfigures the word» and 
venders it Hudibrastic 

Of the other song. My Wife*s a Winsome Wee Thing^ I think the 
^rst eight lines Tory good ; but I do not admire the other eight, 
because four of them are a bare repetition of the first Torses. I 
have been trying to spin a stanza, but could make nothing better 
than the following i do you mend it, or, as Torick did with &e Ioto* 
letter, whip it up in your own way : — 

O leeze me on mj wee Uiing, 
My bonnie blithesome wee thing ; 
8ae lanff *8 I hae my wee thing, 
111 think my lot diTino. 

lliongV warld's care we share o't^ 
And may see meikle mair o't^ 
J Wi' her PUbUthely bear it^ 

And ne^er a word repine. 

Yon potseiTe, my dear sir, I aTail myself of the liberty whidi yon 
condescend to idlow me by speaking freely what I Uiink. Be 
assured, it is not my disposition to pick out the faults of apy poem 
m picture I see ; my fint and chief object is to discorer and be 
delighted with the beauties of the piece. If I «it down to examine 
critically, and at leisore, what perhaps you have written in haste^ I 
may haf^cai to obaerre careless lines^ the reperusal of whidi might 
lead yon to improTe them. The wren will often see what has be^ 
OTorlooked by the iM^^ I remain yours faithfully, &c» 

P. iSf.— Yoiu* Tenet i^Km HigUaM Mary are juSt come to hand : 
they lM«athe ^e gentune spirit of poetry, and, like ihe music,, will 
last for eTer. Sodi Tersea, united to such an air, with the delicate 
harmony of Pleyel siqwradded, might form a treat worthy of beisg 
presented to ApoUo hmiself. I have heard the sad story of your 
Mary.; yo« aliwiff Me^i iospixied ithm yon write.of her* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OOMFtSTlB TSltSlOir or TBK CBA-Sia. 268^ 



V BUAVt TO MR THOMSQir. 

DoMmiBt, IH Dee, 1798i 
Toim alteratioBt of Jfy yatmie, Ol are porfeotly rigbt. So are 
those of My Wift*B a Wuntmm We€ Thing, Tour alteration of the 
feoend Mama is a positive impievemeBt. Kow, my dear sir, with 
the freedcim which charaotorises our correspondence, I must not, 
cannot alter Bonme Ledey, Tou are right; Che word ' AleaLaader' 
makes the line a little uaoooth, but I think the thought is pretty. 
Of Alexander, beyond all other heroes, it may he said, in the 
■Bblime language <^ Scripture, that ' he went forth conquering and 
to conqner.' 

For nature made her what she is, 

And never made anither. (Such a person ae she is.) 

Thie iS| in tty vpinlon, more poetical than * Ne^er made sic anither.' 
However, it is immaterial ; make it either way« ' Caledonie,' I agree 
with you, is not so good a wot*d as could be wished, though it is 
sanctioned in three or four instances by Allan Bamsay ; but I can- 
not help it. In short, that qpeciee of stan^ is the most difficult 
that I have ev«r tried. 

(Hie LtorBiff is ad follows :<~ 



THE LEA-Ria. 
Tuira — ITke £«a • A^ 

When o'er the hill the eastern stai 

Tells bnghtin tiiQe is near, my jo ; 
And owsen frae the furrowed field 

Betnm sae dowf and weary : 
Down by the burn, where scented birks l 

Wi' dew are hanging dear, my jo, 
I'll meet thee on the lea-rig^. 

liy ain kind dearie 0. 

In mirkfist glen» at midnight hour, 

I'd rove^ and ne'er be eerie O, 
If through that glen I gaed to thee, 

H y aSi kind dearie 0. 
' Although the night were ne'er sae wild. 

And 1 were ne*er sae wearie O, 
I'd meet thee on the leai-rig^ 

My am kind dearie. 0. 



1 For * sDnt^ MikSi' in MDo0S)^ ^Tittsa 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



98i .imAVDyfovK§<af9xmm^ 

The banter loes the morning sun. 

To rouse the mountain deer, my, jo : 
At neon ^le fisher ^eeks tfie gten, 

Along the bum to steer, n\y jo ; 
^ Gie me the hour o' gloamin gray, 

li maks my heart sae <die&y O^ 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My aia land dearie O* 

I am iBterroptod. YotaM,kq, 



BU&ire TO MR THOXSOK. 
AULB ROB MO^RtS. 



UkJktembm' 139k 



There's aold Bob Morris that wons in yon glen,- dwell* 
He's the kiiM^ ff gnid fdlows and waleo' a^d men ; .«iMi0e 
He has gowd in £s ooffers, he has owsen and kine^ 
And ae bontiie lassie^ his darUng and mine. 

She's fresh as the moming^ihe &irest in May; 
She's sweet as the evening amang the new hay; 
As blithe and as artless as the lambs, on the lea^ . 
And dear to my heart as the light to my ee. 

But oh 1 flhd's an heii!^ apld Robin 's a laird* 

And my daddie has nought but a cot-house and yard ; 

A wooer like me mannna hope ta come speed. 

The wounds I must l^ide that will soon be my dead, ^eatili 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nana ; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gone ; 
I wander my lane like a nig^t-troubled ghaist, 
And 1 8%h as my heart it wad burst in my breast 

had she but been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae h<^>ed she wad smiled xxpoa. me ! 
O how past descriving had then been my bliss, 
Am now my distraetion no words can ezpreas! 



DUNOAIf GRAY. 



DRDoaa Gray cam here to woo; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
On blithe Yule-night when we were fbu | 
. H% luk Iba wiouur <^% 



y Google 
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Haggle ooofi lier ho&A tn^ high. 
Looked aaklent and unco skei^ ooy 

. Gait poor Duncan atand abeigh ; aloof 

Ha, ha» the wooing o't. 

Duncan fleeched, and Duncan prayed; flatterad 

Ha, ha, kc, ; 
Meg was deoi as Ailsa Cnag^ 

Ha,ha,lEe. 
Dnneaa sighed baitk on* and in, 
Gfmt his ten baith Meert and blin\ w^ 

8pak o' lowpin^ ower a li&n ; 

A,h%^ 

Time and ohanoe are but a tide, ^ 

Ha,ha,^.; 
Slighted love is sair to bide, 

Ha,ha,&c. 
8hafl I, lace a fo^ quoth he, 
For • haughty* hinde diet jads 

fihe may gae «e— Fnmoe IbTittet 

Ha^h^lw. 

How it comes let doctora tell, 

Ha^ha^au:.; 
M^ grew sick — as he grew heal. 

Ha, luL &c 
Sdmething ai her ho«mi wrings^ 
For relief a sigh she brings ; 
And oh, her een, they spdk sic things t 

Ha,ha,«cc. 

Dnneaa was « lad V graee^ 

Ha^ h%aco. ; 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha,ha,&c 
Duncan couldua be her death, 
Swelling pity smoored his wrath ; 
Kow they're cronse and canty balth | 

Ha,ha,&c. 

Tha fipeegeiBg I anbmit, my dtaar air, te your better judgnaent 
Acquit them or condemn t^m an aeemeth good in your ai^t 
Jhmcan Qrojf is that kind of light-horse galkp of an air which 
precludes sentiment. The ludicrous is Its riding feature. 

AvM Hob Mofrii was written by Bumi on the basis of a rude 
old ditty which appears in. JdhiMOvCs Muaeumi^ and of wbich he 

I ▲ wA-kwyim stehgrialct in the Filth ol Ol^d*. 
Iff. M 
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retained only the two initial lines. The second stanza was designed 
as a defl(sription i)f Charlotte Hamilton* So Bums himself told 
Miss Dunlop, who communicated the fact to Major Adair, Char- 
lotte's son, who again is my informant.' 

Duncan Gray is likewise composed On the basis, and to the 
tune, o£ a rade old song in Johnson^ s Museumj the* name of 
the hero being alone retained. ^ 

The first eighteen months of Bums's life in Dumfri^ present 
him as occupying a very small dwelling on the first fi oor of the 
house, in the Wee Vennel (now Bank Street.) He has three small 
aj^rtments, each with a window tojhe street, besides jperiiaps a 
small kitchen in the rear. The small central room, about the size 
of a bed-doset, is the only place he ha^ in which to seclude himse^ 
for study. On the ^ound- floor immediately underneath, his 
friend John Syme has his office for the distribution of stamps. 
Over head is an honest blacksmith called, Greorge Haugh, whom 
Bums treats^ on a familiar footing as a neighbour. On the 
opposite jsideof the street iff the poet's landtod. Captain Hamilton, 
a gentlen^n of fortqne and worth, who admires Bums, and often 
asks him to a family Sunday dinner. The Nith rolls within a 
hundred yards, but it is not here a shining, pebbly stream, as at 
Jlllisland, with green, broomy banks, but a sluggish tiddl river, 
admitting of small craft from Cumberland and I^verpool. It was 
professionally a busy time with Bums ; so much so, that one would 
have thought he had little time fbr dissipation. Nevertheless, he 
xiid not es(?ape the snare. 

Dumfries was l^en a great stage on the road from England to 
the north of Ireland; the Cdedonian Hunt occasionally honoured 
it with their meetings; and the county gentlemen were necessarily 
often within its wails. Its hotels were consequently well fre- 
quented ; and when a party of strangers fotmd themselves 
assembled there, with no other means of passing an evening, they 
were very apt to make an efibrt to obtain the company of Bums, 
the brilliant intellectual prodigy of whom fame spoke so loudly, , 
Now it certainly, was. a most unreasonable thing for such persons 
to expect that they were to draw Bums away from his humble 
home, and his wife and little ones, to bestow his time, strength, 
and spirits merely for the anausement ol a set of people whom he 
probably never saw before -and was never to ^ee again. Equally 
absurd was it for Bums to yield to such invitations, and render 
himself up a vokmtarily-enslived Samson to make sport for such 
a set of Philistines. Yet so it is, that gentlemen, or wliat were 
called such in those days, would send messages for Bums, bidding 
himxjome to the * King's Arms,' the * George,' or the * Globe,' as 
it might be, and there drink with them. And e^|cuilly tnae it ii, 
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though most lamentable, that Bunts did not feel called upKm by 
any ptiDCijAe, either of respect to himself or r^ard for his gentle 
wife and innocent children, to reject these unworthy invitations. 
Sure was he to answer on the spur of the moment in flome such 
good'humotmMl terms as these — 

The king's most humble servant^ I 

Can scarcely ^»are a minute ; 
Bqt 1*11 be with you by and by. 

Or else the devil's in it. 

And 8ur« was he in time to make his appearance befm^, the 
strftogers, meditating at &rst of eonrse only a social hour, but 
certain to be detained for hour after hour, till peiiiaps tha cock, 
had given hid first, if not his second accusing crow. 

According to aU accounts^ it was not a love of debauchery for 
its own sake that rendered Bums the victim of this system. Nor 
can we doubt that he felt himself in error in giving way to such 
temptations. Why, then, could he not resist them? Need we 
answer that the first grand cauae was his social, fervent tempera- 
iDent, his delight in that ideal abnegation of the common selfish 
policy of the worid which arises amongst boon-companions x>ver the 
bowl ? He could not but know the hollo wness of convivial friend- 
ship; yet he could not resist the pleasing deceit. Bums, more- 
oveu, though a pattern of modesty amongst poets, was not by any 
means so insensible to flattery as his more ardent admirers would 
in geneild represent him. He would have been more than mortal 
if he .had been beyond all sensibility to distinction on account of 
his extraordinary intellect. Notwithstanding, then, his great pride, 
and the powerful self-assertion which he bad sometimes shewn, he 
certainly felt no small pleasure in being sp signalised by these 
gentlemen strangers, and in seeing himself set up amongst them as 
a luminary. It was the ready compensation for that equality with 
common functionaries, and that condemnation t9 a constant contact 
with the vulgar, in which his ]^fessional fate condemned him to 
spend the most of his time. A vigorous will might have savdd 
him ^m ffdling under this infinence ; but here again our poet was 
sadly deficient. And yet he was occasionally smisible that his 
course was a wrong one. Of this there is proof in a very interest- 
ing anecdote preserved by the family of his neighbour, George 
Haugh. One summer morning, this worthy citizen had risen some- 
what earlier than usual to work ; Bums soon after came up to his 
shop-door, on his way home from a debauch in the * King's Anns.' 
The poet, though excited by the liquor he had drunk, addressed 
his neighbour in a sufficiently collected manner. * George,' said 
he, * you are a happy man; you have rise a from a refreshing sleep, 
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and left a Iditd wife and obildfeii, vAah I ftm r0tiB*m]]g » seli* 
eond^Dod wretch to mine.' And yet he would go 9iiimiig on. 

Clamp's yiiat to the West indite had proved iinfortttoate«. 
Her huBband-reoeived her celdlf; hie temper wat ini^ptortab]^ 
bad; and she wa6 mortified to find how groisBly fm^ykhfol he had 
been dorMg^he period of their separation. She was «t the sam^ 
time admonished by the state of her healthy that she cotdd not 
expect long to bear the effects of a warm climate. * She therefore 
retumlsd to^ Scotland in August, and recommenced that quiet 
course of life which sustained, no further interruption till her 
death — an event postponed to take place a^ildst a different gene*- 
ration. In consequence, pYobablyi «f th^ weakened state to which 
i^e wai reduced by her voyage, she did not haoumediatefy write to 
Bums. The bard addressed two lettears to her fiiead, Mary Pea* 
6o<i^, Inquiring after the quondam * nistreev o£ hli soul; ' hoA they 
unfortunately miscarried. He had eondnded to write no more, 
when thiftt sensibility to asniversanes whieh he Jiad already 
shewn in the 6ase of Highland' Mary, xnmiihmw his -resoltttituw 
He remembered the partog <^ the ^h of December iathe p«0t 
year, with ite anguished outbuiat: 'Had we ndyer loved sas 
kindly/ and penned a thivd brief epistls to tiie yovng kdy. 

TO »ttSS MARY PBACOCK. , ' 
i. . , JDecS.ITV?. 

DjUfi Madam — I have written so xiften .to you and have got no 
answer, that I l^ul reived never to lift up a pe^^ to you agsdn ; but 
this eventful day, the sixth qf DeGernber^ reycalls'to my memory sudi 
a scene ! Heaven and earth ! when I remember a far-distant person I 
— ^but no more of this until I learn fVom you a proper address, and 
why my letters have lain by you unanswered, as this is the third I 
have sent you. The opportunities Win be 'all gone -now, -I iear^ c^ 
sending over the book I mentioned in my last. « Do net write me 
lor a week, as I i^Mdl not be at hMie, bat as soon iifter dnt. as 
possible. 

' Anee mair I haS thee, thou gloomy Deo^paSstttf 

Aiioe mair I hail tbee wi^ sorrow and oarof 
Pure was the parting thou bids me remember^ 

IWting wi' ICaiioy^oh, ^er to meetmairl 
Yomn, . B. B.I 

It appears from this letter that the return of Mrs M^Lehose in 
the preceding August was as yet unknown to Burns. We shall 
speedily see the 8ubje(^ revived ; but in the meantime sterner 
matters call for attention. . , 

1 Thiileeterflnt appeared in Pidtexliig^o^Htfon of Bunis^iBDeioa 
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A mdst eventfi^ year ^ras bow drawing to a elose. In France^ 
imder the tbreateiied lOterfiNrence of the German states and the 
^migrisy moderation and constiti^onidism had been forced to giye 
way before wild democracy; the king was a prisoner, threatened 
with capital pttnishmeat; Uie blood of thousands of loyi^ts had 
been shed wUhent form of law m Faris^ a republic was estab* 
Ushed^ threatoimig widi the aid of its Tictorious arms ^o reyoltt- 
tionise other countries. We have seen that in February scarcely 
any i^[^[Mrehnisioa wa» felt for either the contagion of French 
politics or the possibility of war. A rapid change had taken 
place during thayear^ Pame^s EBsay on Hie BighU of Many and 
other pul^icatioos bdieved to be of a seditious tend^icy; had 
appeared: In the course of summer, societies taking the name of 
Friends of theBeople were established in many parts of the 
empire, manifesting only a desire of * stemming the torrent of 
comiption,^ and bringing aboot * a redress of real grieyances,' 
calling for as specific measures ^ a foU, free, and equal repretea- 
tati<m of the people^* and a shortening of the dnvation of parlia- 
ments — car ^tdly disdaimiiig all extreme and dangeroua courses, 
and professing to se^ by timdy reform the pennanence of the 
ancient institutions of the country — yet felt by thpse in the 
management of affiiirs, and by the .great bulk of the influential 
classes, to be, in their practical bearing on £he time, of evil omen 
to the peac6 of society. Such societies were supported by a 
mere handful of men above the vulgar; and the general feeling in 
England was one of good affection towards the reigning sovereign 
and the Institutions of the country. Indeed, Paine himself had 
been mobbed at Dover; and disloyal men generally found them- 
selves by no means in flavour with the public. Nevertheless, 
towards the close of the year the government became seriously 
uneasy about seditious publications and seditious practices and 
-opinions. It was now contemplating hostilities against the 
fVench, on the -ostensible gtotod of th^ mfraction of the rights 
of th^ Dutch in the opening of the Scheldt, but in reality for the 
purpQse of repefiing, and, tf possible, extinguishing, a spirit which 
was felt to be dangerous to all altars and all thrones. A sound 
spirit in its own officers of idl grades and services might well in 
such cihmmstances be felt of importance. 

Bums had cohtiniKd to sympathise with the French, notwith- 
standing all blots in thdr re^imning career. He did not hesitate 
in company to express an'un&vourable opinion of the warlike 
policy about to be adopted by the English ministry, and to avow 
his persevering desire of those reforms which had long been 
demanded by the Whig party. He Would even, in the heat of 
discourse) dmranee-pi^Uo mmi m terms &r less remarkable (at 
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their justice thfin th^ rehemence and severify. It does not 
appear that he had gone the length of opehly joining any of the 
affiliated societies called Friends, of the Fe<^le ; bttt his other 
demonstrations were sufficienUy imprndent« As an example : — a 
paper called the Gfeuietteer had been started in Edhiburgh by a 
gentleman named Captain Johnstone^ for the purpose of advocating 
the reforming views. Now Johnstotie was so noted as a reformer, 
that at an aggregate meeting or conYention of representatives 
from the different societies, which took place in Junes's Court, 
Edinburgh, on the 22d of November, he being observed in 
the room, was unanimously called to take the chair, which, 
however, he deelined doing. A few months afterwards he was 
imprisoned by the authorities, as was Hkewise the succeeding 
editor of the Chzetteer, I hi^ve heaid even the printer — who, 
by the by, had been an honest Jacobite — tell how his being 
concerned in this ill- odoured paper stoppied hi&oredit at banks 
and made hmi^ a marked man, till -his entering a loyal volunteer 
regiment in some degree restored his good name. Bttms, like 
Willie Grairlace and his frioads in Hectot M^NeiU's poem, ' gcUtke 
Ghaetteer;'* and these were the terms in which he ordered it: 

TO CAPTAIN JOHNSTONE, 

DuMPRiKt, Nov, 13, 17^ 

SlRrr>I have just read your prospectus of the Edinburgh Oazetteer. 
If you go on in your ^aper with the same spirit, it will, beyond all 
comparison, be the first composition of the kind in Europe. I 
beg leave to insert my name as a subscriber, and if you have already 
published any papers, please send me theta from the beginning. 
Foint put your own way. of -settling pay mients in this-pTace, or I^hall 
settle with you through the medium of my friend, Peter Hill, 
bookseller in Edinburgh. 

Qo on, sir! Lay bare with undaunted heart and Steady hand 
that honid mass of cmruption oalled politics and state-craft. Dare 
to draw in their native colours those— 

* Catlni'^thhiVing ▼lUainB ^dtom no Mtfi can Are,* 
whatever be the shibboleth of their pretended party. 

The address to me at Dumfries will find, sir, your very humble 
servant, .Bobbrt Burns. 

Whether this letter was ever seen by any emissary-of power it 
is not likely that the iact of Bums- getting the Gazeiteer was 
unobserved iu Dumfries. I would not assert that that fact for 
certain operated to. his disadvantage ; "but When I remember that, 
so lately as ldl7, an emissary of the Lord Advocate traced out 
the subsaibers to a liberal newspaper t^n started in Sdinburgh 
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— the first that could obtam a footing after the Gazetteer— I must 
admit that, if the fact was known, it could not fail, as being an 
overt tangible act on his part, to draw down upon him the dis- 
pleasure of those who trembled for the safety of the national insti- 
tutions. At anyrate we see in it the tendency of Bums's mind 
regarding the fearful questions at this time agitating the public, 
and the degree of fervour with which he allowed himself to speak 
even to those in whose prudence he had no reason to place con- 
fidence. It is to be feared also that he gave voice to some of his 
feelings in the form which was the most apt to give them currency, 
and thus expose their author. From the allusions, it seems 
'highly probable that he at this time threw off the following song 
complimentary to the leaders of the reforming party in the House 
of Commons : — 

HERE 'S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S AW'A. 

Tan9—Htre'0 « Health to them that '$ awa. 

Here 's a health to them that 's awa, 

Here's a health to them that's awa; 

And wha winna wish guid luck to our cause. 

May never guid luck be their &' ! 

It's guid to be merry and wise. 

It's guid to be honest and true, 

It 's guid to support Caledonia's cause,. 

And bide by the buff and the bine. 

Here's a health to them that's awa. 

Here's a health to them that's awa; 

Here's a health to Charlie ^ the chief o' the clan. 

Although that his band be sma'. 

May liberty meet wi* success ! 

May prudence protect her frae evil ! 

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the miBt^ 

And wander Uieir way to the devil ! 

Here's a health to them that's awa^ 

Here's a health to them that's awa; 

Here's a health to Tammie,^ the Nodand laddie, ^ 

That lives at the lugf o' the law ! 

Herp's freedom to him that wad read, 

Here's freedom to him that wad write I 

There's nane ever feared that the tnt^ idumld bo heard, 

But they wham the truth wad indite.^ 

1 Charles Junes Fox. Bttff and hlue formed liis well-kn^wn lirery at the Welt- 
minster elections, and catoo to be an ensign of the Whig party graeiaUy. 
" ' The Hob. Thomaf Erskine, aftemrai-de Lo*d Erskine. 
^ For Uidiot, a Scotch U^w-phrase meai\}jag aecuae. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



219 tmiiiDwoBKSor 



Here*8 a health to them that's awa, 
Here's a health to them that's awa; 
Here's Chieftain M'Leod, a -chieftain worth gowdf 
^Thotwh hred amang mountains o' snaw I 
Here^ friends on haih sides of the Forth, 
And friends on both sides of the Tweed; 
And wha wad betray old Albion's rights^ 
May they neyer eat of her bread. 

Verily, if such a song as this, knowh to be from the pen of 
Bums, came nndar the eye of authority about the close of the 
year 1792, it could not fail to obtain for him distinction of a 
certain Idxid. 

On the 6th of December we find Burns, in a ^tter to Mrs 
Dunlop, lauding to Ms sentiments on public afiairs as of the 
Opposition complexion, but stating that the sense of his situatlcm 
made him cautious in ihe expression of them. 



TO MRS DTTITLOP. 

DtmrMKb 9lh Deemibar Y19L 
I SHALL be m Ayrshire, I think, next week; and, if at all poesibku 
I shall certainly, my much-esteemed fri^d, have the pleasure <« 
Tisiting at I>unt<^ House. 

Alas, madam, how seldom do we meet in this world, that we have 
reason to congi^tulate ourselves on accessions of happiness ! I have 
not passed hi^f the ordinary term of an old man's life, and yet I 
flcaroely lo<^ over the obituary of a newspaper that I dp not see some 
names that I have known, and which I and other acquaintances tittle 
thought to meet with there so soon. Every other instance.of the 
mortolity of our kind makes us cast an anions look into the dread- 
ful abyss of uncertiunty, and shudder with apprehension fbr our own 
fate. But M* how different an importance are the lives Af difierent 
individuals I Kay, of what importance is one period of the same 
life more than another! A few years ago I could have lain 
down in the dust, * careless of the voice of the morning;' and now 
not a few, and these most helpless individuals, would, tm losing me 
and my exertions, lose both their * staff and diield.' By the way, 
these he^CM ottes have lately got^an addition : Mrs B. havhig given 

^ M*Leod of Diuivegui, Ide of Skye, it this time M.P. ftr t&etcouiity of Invvr* 
aeM. At the Jamee'i Corat meeitiilg above ttUoded to, M^Leod made % ^eeoh in 
which he deolared hie imaltecable determination to supp(^ and proaeoute tb* 
reforming ol^ects which the aoofety had ia view, fbr which a "Tffl'\("i?r** vote ol 
thaaka was tendered to him. 
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me ft ^na girl ^ce I wroke 7<m> There is'a cbormiBg passage in 
ThoBison's Edward and Mean&ra : 

'The valiant, in Mnudf, what can he suffer ? 
Or what need he regard his HngU woes ? ^•— &o. 

As I am got in the way of quotations, I shall give yon another 
from the same ^ece, peculiarly — alas ! too peculiarly — i4[>poeitey my 
dear madam, to your j^reaent frame ^mind— 

* Who so imworthy hot may proudly deck him 
VithUtlsir^we«khaF^rfvtii0, that Exalts 
• Q]9Ao'vii^mnaMBi9tmu.int The tempest coaea. 
The voufl^ winds rpge aloud ;. when firom Uie helm 
This rirtue shrinks, and in a eomer lies 
Lamenting. Heavens ! if privileged firom trial, 
How ^leap a thing were virtue t * 

I do not imneraher to haire heard yon mentioa ThomaoB*s dramas. 
I pidc up favourite qnotattona, and store them in my mind as ready 
armooTy oHeamve er detettfe,amid th» strug^e.of this turbulent, 
axistenoe. Of these is one, a Tory &trourite one, from his Xljred: . 

' Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 
And offices ctf Ufe ; to lifs its^, 
' With all ita vain and transieotjoyiySit loose.* 

Probal^ly.I have quoted seme of these to you fiormadyy aa indeed, 
si^en 1 write from the heart, I am apt to be guilty of sa<^. repeti- 
tkooa. The oOmpass of the Wrt, in the muooal atyle of expression, 
is fliuch more bounded than that of the imagmation^ so tbo notes of 
the former are extremely iq»t to run into one another ; but in return 
fbrtbepauelty ef its compass, its iew notes are mudi more sweet. 
I mittt still ghre you anoihw quotatifw, which I am almost sure I 
have given you before^ but I oamiot resist the tea^pta^ion. The su]^ 
Ject is rel%»en t speaking of its importanee tomankind, ^ author 
says**- • ^ , 

> « Tie tbb, my HHend, that 0tMak« our morning liHg^i/fto. 

I see you are in for double postage, so I shall e'en scribble but 
t'other sheet. tVe in this country here have many alarms of the 
reforming, or rather the republican s{Mrit of your part of the king- 
dom. Indeed we are a good deal in commotion ourselves. For me, 
I am a placeman, you know ; a very humble one indeed, Heaven 
knows, but still so much as to gag me. What my private sentiments 
are you will find out without an mterpreter. 

I have taken up the subject, and the other day, for a pretty 
actress's benefit night, I wrote an Address, which I will give on the 
o£her page, called The Rights of Woman. 

I shall have the honour of receiving your criticisms in person at 
Dunlop. , R. J5. 

1 Elizabeth Riddel, horn, as has been mentioned, on the 2l8t November^ 
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/ 
Boms did yisit Ayrshire^ aad spent four ^ys with Mrs Dcmlop* 
He appears to have been ntterly unconscious of any impending 
evil. At this very time, however, some, information regarding his 
political opinions, if not acts, was on its way to the Board of 
Excise, and a cloud was about to burst on his head. 



TO ft. ORAHAjr, ESQ., FINTRT.- 

I90cem;ber 1798.] 

Sir — I have been surprised, oonfouttdecl, woA distracted by Mr 
Mitchell, the collector, tiling me-tihat he has rec^ved an order from 
your Board ^ to inquire into my poUti6al conduct, and bkining me as 
a person disaffected to government. 

Sir, yon are a husband and a father. You know what you wpuld 
feel to see the much-loved wife of your bosom,' and your helpless, 
prattling tittle ones turned adrift into the world, -^egiadsd and db- 
graced from a situation in wl^ch they had been re^peetable and 
respected, aad left ahnosi witii6ut the necessary suiqf>orl4)f a nusdr- 
able existence. Alasl sir, must I think that such Soon wiU be my 

lot ! and from the d dark insinuations of h^lfish, groundless 

envy too ! I believe, sir, I may aver it, and in the sig^ (^ Omni- 
science, tlu|t I would not tell a deliberata falsehood, no» not though 
even w^orse horrors, if worse can be, than those I have men^on^ 
hung OY&t my h^ ; aad I say, thai ths idlegatlen, ^ivhatoveir viUain 
has made it, is a li^ 1^ To the BriUdi ConstitutisD, on revolution 
-pHacipies, next after my Gtod, I am most- devoutly attadied. Yon, 
sir, have been much and generously my friend-^Heaven knows how 
Wfomly I have ifelt the oUigation, and hew g;r&tefnlly Ihave thanked 
you. Fortune,, sir, has made you powerful, and me impotent— has 
given you patronagid, and me dependence. I would not,^for my' 
single self, call on your humanity ; were such my insnlai:\ unoon- 
ne^ed situation, I would d^ise the tear that bow sweUd in my 
eye — I could brave misfortuu^ I could face tx&q, for at the worst 
'Death's thot|sand doors stand open;'. but, good Gbd! the tender 
concerns that I have -mentioned, the claims and ties that I see at 
this moment, and feel around me, how they unnerve courage aad 
wither resolution! To your patronage, as a man of soine genius, 
you have allowed me a claim; and your esteem, as an honest man, 
I know is my due. To these, sir, permit me to appeal ; by these may 
I adjure you to save me from that misery which threatens to over- 
whelm me, and which — with my latest breath I will say it — I have 
aot deserved. , R. B. ' 

To think of this great poet having to say that the consideration 
of his wife and little ones unnerved courage and withered resola- 

I The CommiMlonerg of the Scottish Board of Excise were at this tiine Geei^ 
Brown, Thomas Wbartop, James Stodart,llobert Graham (of Fintiy), and Jobs 
Grieve, fieqrs. 
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tioQ m the braving of aay indignity ! There has been a dispute 
aboat the nature and extent of the trouble into which Bums fell 
on this occasion. His supervisor, Mr Alexander Findlater, who 
survived till 1839, expressed his conviction that a very slight 
hint of disapprobation or warning, was alone given to Bums, 
because, had it been of a more serious nature^ he must neces- 
sarily hftv^ been the channel through which it was oommqnioated. 
In support of this affirmation is. the fact ascertained by ACr 
LockhiB^, that no^ notice of a reprimand to Burns appears in the 
records of ^he Board of Excise* To the same eiSeet is the trivial 
notice taken of the matter by the poet a few di^s after, in a letter 
to Mrv Donlop, as weU as the little reference made to it by hkn 
at^any subsequent time. All iMs would make it seem that Bums, 
in his letter to Mr Graham, expressed an unnecessary alarm and 
warmth of indignation. On the other hand, we shall see that the 
rumour of che day represented the unfortunate poet as dismissed 
from his situation for his politic^ heterodoxy, and that the poet 
himself, in a letter which he wrote to' Mr Erskine of Mar, in 
April 1793, stated that, but for Mr Graham's intercession^ this 
dismissal would have taken place. With that fact before us, and 
remembering the character of the time, the jealousy of all men in 

S)wer, and the sense they could not but have of the danger of 
ums's hostility to govemme^ within the sphere of his personal 
infiuence, we cannot doubt that the affair was one of a serious 
eharaoter, calculated to shik deeply into the spirit of our poet, 
akeadj sufficient at war with fortutie and all circumstances, social 
and domestic. 



TO Kits DUNLOP. 

DoM rBKSs, SlMt Deember 17ML 
D&ut Hadav — A hurry of bosiness, thrown in heaps by my 
absence^ has until notr prevented my returning my grateful acknow- 
ledgments to the good family of I>unIop, and yon in particular, fon 
that hospitable kindness whi^ rendered the four days I spent under 
that genial roof four of the pleasantest I ever enjoyed. - Alas, my 
dearest friend I how (q^ and fleeting are these things we caU 
pleasures !^-on my road to Ayrshire I spent a night with a friend 
whom I much valued, a man whose days promised to be many; and 
^n Saturday last we hud him in the dusti * 

Jan, id 1703. 

I HAVB just received yours of the 3(Uh, and fed much for your 

situation. Howev^^ I heartily rejoice in your prospect of recovery 

from that vile jaundice. As to myself, I am better, though not 

quite tree of my oomplaini Ton must not think, aa you seem to 
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insiiuiatey Uu^ vel my wm of lifo I wanl ^xncm^ Of Uiftt I Imts 
enotigh; but ocoasiooal hard drinking is ilie devil to me. Against 
this I have again and again bent my resoluUwo, and have greatly 
succeeded. Taverns I have totally, abandoned : it is the private 
parties in the family way, among the. hard -drilling geiUlemen of 
this country, that do me the mischief-— but even this I have m(»e 
than half given over.i - > 

Mr CorSet can be of Uttle Mrrioe to^me at present; at least I 
-should b^ d^ ei applying. I cannot possibly be settled as a super- 
TUKHT f<^ sevsrai years*. I nmst wait the rotation ^^iSielist; and 
thete are'twei^y names befcre mine. I mi^t, indeed, get a job of 
<#ciating where* a settled supervi so r wss^ ill or aged ; but that . 
hauls me from my fimiiJ^y lus I could nst rsmsiVB them on sndi an 
uncertainty. Besides, some envious^malimous denil hss raised a 
litUe demvir on my political prindplei^ and I wish to 1st that matCtf 
settle before I offer mvself too mudi in the eye of my^supervisonu- 
I have set, henc^orth, a seal <m my lips as to these nnludgr 
p<^tics ; but to you I must breathe my sentiments. In thie^ as in 
e^Ki^thii^ els^ I shaU shew the nnidi^guised emotions of my souL 
War I deprecate: misery and ruin to thousands are in the blast that 
aimomioss th^ dsstmctiTS demon. « ^ * • r, B. 



Yov sea my hurried life^ madam; I saa only eemmand starts of 
time; however I sm glacl of one thivg-rHiin^ I inidied the other 

1 ThelDUowiag extrftct^omA l^tttr adawMed ¥y Mr Kooanfleld to the Ettxl of 
Buchui contaiiyi so kiteresUng an exl|i¥itlMi of the mod«ity inherent in real 
worth, and so phUoaophical, and at the same time so poetical ao eatimate of the 
difTerent oharaotera and deatiniea of Bums and its author, thftt I i(ho«ld esteem 
ttiyself oolpahle were J to withhold 4t Atom 4he pnblio Tiew >:- . 

* The iUnstrioaa Bool that has l^ amongst as the name of B«ms has often heen 
kfwere&d«wn to a «oiniMalaon with me; but the oomparison exists more hi circpm- 
atytoes tlWLin esimiHiU That maa stood iq» with the ilanp of superior Intellect 
on his liTOw — a visible greatness ; and great and patriotis mtc^eots would only 
have called into action the powers of his mind, which lay inactive while he played 
«almly and axqniailely tho pastoral pipe. 

' The letters to which I have alladed in my vfvbm to th^ Iktnl 2Weff wef« 
friendly warnings, pointed with immediate reference to the ftcte of that eztra- 
ordinaiy man. *' Jtemember Bnmsl" has been the watchword of my IHenda. 1 do 
nmember Bnma; h«a,I am noCBmna!— neiUMf have I his Are to ISui or to quench, 
nor passions to oontnA I Wherotthen, is mymeritif ImaheApoaoefol'TOyasson 
a smooth sea, and with no mutiny on boiaid? To a lady— I have itfhnnherscSf^ 
who i^cmstraled with him on his dangec firom drink, and the pursuits of some oi 
bis associates, he repUe*: ** Madaa^ they woald not thank me isr my company if 
I £d not drink with theik 1 muH give them a slice of my oonsUtntioa.'* How 
much to be r^pretted that he did not give them thinner dioes of his oonatitatien, 
tnat it might have lasted longer ! '^-^^rom kk. 

s In Dr Onrrie's editioa thJb letter is dated Janaary 179», and appears in the 
place appropriate to that datSb The pcasent editor* entertaining ao doubt that tha 
real date is 1793, has transferred it firomiha'lbnner to the wesent plaoe. What 
gives reason to believe the latter the tnle data Ifl the aDusion to the * political blast ' 
Ihat had thnatena^ the poef s WttUira. 
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itoet til* poKtietl blast i^tmJ^ ihreaimied 1117 weltee is OTefbknm. 
1 hxve ooEPeeponded with Commissioner Qrahsm— for the Board 
had made me the subject of their animadversions; and now I have 
the pleasure of informing you that all is set to rights in that quarter. 

.Now as to these informers^ may the devil.be let loose, to . But, 

hold I I was praying most fervently in my last sheets and I must not 
so soon fall a-swearing in this.. 

Alas! hew HtUe do the wantonly or idly officious think what 
mischief they do by their malieioas kisinimtionSy iA^reot imperti- 
nence, or thoujo^ess Mabbings, What a dHEei^Niee tikere is m 
kitriasio worth, eaadomr, benevolence, generosity, kindnes8*-iki all 
the charities and idl the virt u jgB - b etw^ one class of human beings 
and aootiier. JPop inatanoe, llie amiaUe eirde J so lately aiixed 
with ia the hoepitable hall of^ Dunk>p, their generous hearts, their 
unoontsminatiid dignified miads» their informed and polished under- 
standings-^ what a oontrast when compared — if such comparing 
were not downright sacrilc^;e — with the soul of the mtscreant who 
can deliberately plot the destruttion of an honest man that never 
offended him, and with a grin of satisfaction see the unfortunate 
beings his faithful wife^ and prattling innocents, turned over to 
beggary and ruin.^ 

Tour cup, my dear madaM, arrived safe. I bad IWD wor^y 
feUowB dii^ with me the o^er day, when TwiA great Ibrmalitj 
prodnoed b^ whigmaleerie «apy and told them that it had been a 
fiunfly-piooe among the dasoeDdantt of WHliam Walkoe. Thia 
roused soch an ^ithnaiasm that ihey insisted on bumpering the 
jHmch round ia it; and by and by never dkd your great ancestor lay 
a ^uthroH more completely to rest than for a time did your cup my 
two friends. Apropos, this is the season of wishing. May Qod 
bless you, my dear friend, and bless me, the humblest and sincerest 
of your friends, by granting you yet many returns of the season I 
May all good things attend you and yom% wherever they are 
scattered over the earth ! B. B. 

' 1 ICr Gni>eri Borng, speaking of mtsti a ori^ti, says that <m the tld6 cf the 
gd^emmeat wM be feaiid ranged a great pari of the wlae and prudent -, * but <m tbat 
■i^ also win be found a great host of a very diflTerent descriptton-^ll the satellites 
of potrer and the parasites of greatness, wHh all the worthless and detestable crew 
ci tioM-eervii^; and oOeioaf inlbnnera. At sueh timis kqralty-eenief to be esteiMned 
the cardinal ^rtue, capable of *' hiding a multitude of sins;'* and many who are 
eonselous how worthiness and hollow-hearted they are,-se(^ to i>iece np their repo- 
tation^ and ingratiate themselvai with their soperiora, krjr an extraordinary disfrtay 
of loyalty ai;id attachment to the existing order of things, and a virtuous seal in 
bunting down wheevar has the audacity to question the conduct of men in power. 

* To peraons of that description the imprudent poel had made Uneelf peeuUady 
obnoxious by the unguarded freedom witii wbi<di he e xp r o as o d his oniniois of the 
wonderful (fvmts then attracting tiie notice of every one ; and thcu* enmity was 
heightened by his unqualified expresskm, general and particular, of his contempt 
Ibr such qroophantle eharaotera By snoh V* It^foi Natiim ** was the conduct of our 
poetstHoUy watohed, with- the view of detecting every poUtioat transgrrasion or 
ptivate fMilt ; eveiy improdelice or fstting was magnified and exaggnnated to a 
frighifiil degree ; and the jpnblic alarm which btooght snch ohaiftoteta into oontaei 
with the respeetable orders ol society, fvoenred the admissioB and einmlatian of 
these injurious leportc in sooh dcples aansda (Imb ba fesoelved wifthou* su^idon.* 
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So lutelyas the 24 of the mon&, our -poet had told "hSn 
Dunlop that he had of late * greatly succeeded* in giving up hard 
drinking. Sifice then, perhaps on that same erening, he had had 
two worthy Mlows dining with him, and, producing ah old family 
cup which had been preaerited to him by Mrs Dunlop, he had set 
it into such active <^)eration, as to lay his guests pi'ostfate. Such 
ar^ the rftpid strides of Bjarm from profession to the opposite 
kind of practice. So sooo, too, does he forget the indagi4ty of the 
inquiry into his political oonduct. WeQia^ht he liken himself as 
he often did, to an igmi faStttte. - Hie naerry-making in question ifi 
very likely identical with one whicfa^ has .been heard Of Irom a 
•clerical acquaintance of Bums. The bard, not being <m good 
terms with the parish clergy, and no great -favourite at this titne- 
with any of the cloth, had still retained the friendship of one, who 
has been described as a most worthy as well as able man, but not 
much of a clergyman, the Rev. Mr M*Morine of Caerlaverock. 
Meeting this gentleman in Dumfries on a marketrday, when the 
country clergy usually came to town to hear the hews, he had 
engaged him to come next forenoon to baptise his recently born 
in^Eint; and Mr M'M^rlne came accordhiglytbut.at an earlier 
hour than iras perhi^ expected. <.0n being- shewn intol^ums's 
parlovr,^ he found a party composed t of the poet> and two 
companions, who had evidently cat ^iwn the previous evening. 
The description which the clergyman gave of* the tWo viutors 
corresponds ezactly with what BiHiis hints at in his account 
of the eflfectS' of the ctip. ' The poet seemed taken by surprise, but 
in perfect possession of himself and he very quickly put matters 
in decent order for the performance of the intended cere- 
mony. It may be rentarked that Mr M^Morine, though he 
clung to Bums^s friendship lyhen all the dtiier clergy of the 
district looked coMly on htm, used to relate the story with an 
unfavourable leaning towards the poet. He both was shocked by 
the^idea of so prolonged , a debauch, and thought meanly of the 
appearance of the two guests. Now, if the circums^c.es be 
identical, we see that Bums had reason to regard the men as 
* wo:rthy fellows,* and there was a special feeling about the Wallace 
cup which had operated in promoting the conviviality^ not to 
speak of the recognised. licence of the season^ the date being 
apparently the second day of' the new year*^ Many other things 
which have been f elated unfayourably to Bums might prove 

I What greatl^r eonflrms ma buppoeition of tbis b«ing Hie fjbir aXtaioi to by Sfr 
M'Morine is that the Sd of JasBfa^OY waa a Wedmeedxkjj the DvA^iee mikrket* 
day. Burns had wriUen to Mn Dunleip on that forenooB, The cap afterwaida 
arrived. Tn the evening^ he had the two wortiiy iNlovire diniitg ^ith him. Mr 
M*Morine eame next moraiog^lhe Sd, and oil Satuzday, (he 6th, the pOet spetisM 
oftheisixonBistatfoeeiifiaBewIettertoMcaDuakyp. > 
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connected facts. 



BUB^irS TO MK .THOMSON. 
SONC^. ,. 

O poortith cauM, and restless love. 
Ye wreck my peace between ye j 

Tet poortith a' I could fergiv^ 
An 'twere na for my. Jeanie. 

why should Fate sic pleasure haye^ 

. Life's dearest bands untwining ? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 
Depend en Fortune's diining ! 

^is watl^s wealCh, when I think on 
Its pride, and a* the lave o't ; 
, Fie, fte on silly coward man 

That he should be the slave o't I 
O why, &c. 

Het een sae bohnie bkie betray 

'How she repays' my passion ; 
But prudence is her o'wrword aye^ 

She talks ef rank and ftshioB. 
O wfay,Jco, 

wha can prudence 1 

And sic a lassie 1^ him 1 
O wha can prudence think upon, 

And sae in love 2M\isai\ 
O why, fee. 

How blest the humble cotter'^ fate !^ 

He wooes his simple dearie j 
The silly bogles, wealth and stat^ ' 

Can never make them eerie. 
Owi^,&c. 

1 This song is usually timg to tbe tone of / had a Hone^ I had nae tnair, 
s Ib thd original manuscript, * How tlett tha wUd'Wood ImUan's fate.* 
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GALA WATER.1 

There'd bnwr, braw lads on Yarrow braes, 
That wander through the blooming heaUier; 

Bat Yarrow braes, nor Ettricic shawe^ 
Can viatoii the lads •* Gala Waloi% 

But there is atie, a secret an6, 

Aboon thOTi aM ke him betterr 
And I^ be his and he'll b^ raine^. 

The bonnie lad o* Gala Water., 

Although his daddie was nae lairdl , 

And though I hae na meikle tocher ;^ 
Yet rich in kindest, truest love, 

We 11 tent our flocks by; Gala Wal^. 

It ne'er was wealth, iV ne'er was wealtji, 
ThAl.coft eoBtentment, peaee, or ^gM^iOte^ 

The bands and bliss, o' n^utual love, 
O thi^'s the chiefest warld^s treasure! 

Many returns of the season to you, m)r ^e6T sir. ^ow comes on 
your publication !— will <&ese two forqgoing.be of any SM^ce to 
you! I should like to know wl^ .songs ypa ^print tt each tune, . 
besides the yerses^tp which it is set. In shorty I y^ould wis^ to give 
you my opinion on aU t,he poetry you publish. You know it is my 
trade, ^and a maU in the way, of hi# trade may suggest usq^ hints 

1 Some yean before pmvg^fnfffhe ^peMnt beaii*ilul iooff* Bimis had giren to 
the Scott Musical Museum lfl» foUowing improved v^nipn m the okiginal homdj 
bftUad— which, it may be mentioned, referred not to the lada^hut td » lass of Gala 
Wftfce^i— 

Braw, bniw liktaM}f<3«1& Water ; 

Q Inaw lads of Qala Water: 
1 11 kilt my coats aboon my knee. 

And fdlow my love through the wat^ 

Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 

Bae bonnie b^ue her een, my dearie ; - 
Boe whiteliM'tee^aaeaweethermou'i ' ^ 

The mair I kiae ehe'B aye my dearly 

Oler ytm bank aa^ o^w yon brae^ 

O'er yon moss amang the heather ; 
1 11 kilt my coata atxxm my knee, 

Aiul fUlow my love tiurough die water. \ 

Dowp amang the broom, the broom, 

DowB amang the broom, my dearie. 
The laeaie lost her laXkai snood, 

Thst cost]i«r me^ty a bllit and Wear ••; 
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Ibat escape men of waxik ooperiorpiirts and endowments in etiier 
ihiDgs. 

If you meet with my dear and roach-valaed dumiogham, greet 
him in my name with the compliments of the season. Youra, kc, 

Mr GUbert Bonis, in his memoranda as to heroines, written for 
Mr Thomson, places opposite I\>&rM Cbtt^G?-— ^ A Biiss Jane Black- 
stock, afterwards Mrs Whiter oi Liverpool.* In the manuscript, 
Mr Thomson makes a pencil-note in the margm. * These verses, 
I hnmbly thhsk, have too mnch of lineasy and cold reflection for 
the air, which is pleasine and rather gay than otherwise.* The 
letter having apparently been returned to Bums, he adds: *Jhe 
objections are just, but I cannot make it better. The stuff w^n't 
bear mending ; yet for private reasons I should like to see it in 
psint.' 



WRITTBH OH TBS 98tU JANUAKT 1793, TVS VIRTBDAY OF THB AUTHOS^ON HXABIlf* 
A THRUta SINO 19 A MOR1VIN9 WALK. 

fling otty sweet tiuvsh, upon the leaiess boti^ 
&ig 0% sweet bird, I listen to thy strain ; ' 

See aged Winter, 'mid his sra4y reign, 

At thy l^itke eaanH clears 1^ farrowed brolr. 

So itt hme Poreirt/s dominion drear, 
Sits me^ Centeni with Hght imanxious heart ; 
WeloQiines the rapid moments, bids thetn part^ 

Nora^Bsif they bring ought to hope wfean - 

_ I thank thee. Anther of this opening day! 
^ Thou whose bright aim now gilds yon oneot skks I 
Riches denied, thy boon was poier joy% 
Whai.wealth ^onld never give nor take away I 

Tet come^ thou ehild of poverty and care. 

The mite hi^ Heavon bestowed, that mite with thee I'll share; 



Vlt THOMSON TO BUBMS. 

EokifBifit09, iMk JisM. 179ft 
Tou 9iake me happy, my dear sur, and thonsimds wHl be ha,ppy 
to see the (diarming songs you have sent me. Many merry returns 
of the season to yo% and may yon long eentinoe among the sons and 
danghtets of Ca to d s wis i to doligi i t themaad toheoow ywqsalf. 
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Tlie four kit 'songs wttii wMch yoU favoiired m* for Atdd Ro^ 
Morris, Duncan Oray^ Oala Water^ and Caidd Kail, are admirableir 
Duncan is indeed a lad of grace, and his huuonr will endear him to 
everybody. 

The distracted lover in Auld Rob, and the happy shepherdess in 
0(Ua Wai9r, exhibit an excelleht eontrast: they speak from genuine 
feeding, and powerfully tench the heart. 

The number of songs which I had origini^lly.in view was limited, 
but I now resolve to include every Scotch air and song worth sing^ 
ing ; leaving none behind but mere gleanings, to which ^ pubTishers 
of ormnegatKerum are welcome. I would rather be. the editor of a 
collection from which nothing could be take^ away, than of one to 
which nothing could be added. We intend presenting the sub- 
scribers with two beautiful stroke-engravings, the one charaptoristic 
of the plaihtive, and the other of the lively songs ; and 1 have Dr 
Beattie^s ]H-omise of an essay upon the subject of our national music^ 
if his heakh will permit him to writo it. As a number of Qur songs 
have dotibtless been ci^Ued forth by particular events, op by the 
charms of peerless damsels, thdre most be many curious anecdotes 
^relating to tben\. * . 

The late Mr Ty tier of "Woodhouselee,! believe^ kneWtoore of this 
than anybody ; for he joined to the pursuits of an antiquary a tasto 
for poetry, besides b^ng a ]p%n of the wcndd, and ppssessug aa 
enthusiasm for music beyond most of his contemporaries. He was 
quite pleased with this plan of mine, for I itiay say it has been solely 
managed by me, and we had several long conversatioiis about it 
when it was in embryo. If I could simply mention the name of the 
heroine of each song, and the incident wMch occasioned the Verses, 
it would be gratifying, s Pray, tnll you send fo& any information of 
this sort, as well with regard to your own songs as the <M ones ! 

To- all the favourite -sengs of the plaintive or pastoral^ kind will be 
joined the delicate accompaniments, &c.-of Pleyel. To those of the 
comic and humorous class, I think accoinp&niments scarcely neces- 
sary ; they are ohiety fitted fetr the conviviality of the festive board, 
and a toneful voice, with ^ proper delivery of tlie words, renders them 
perfect. Neverthi^ess, to these I propose adding bass accompani- 
ments^ because then they acre fitted either for onging, or for instru- 
mental performance^ wben ^ere happens to be no singer^ I mean 
to ^nploy our right trusty ftiend Hr Clarke to set the bass to these, 
which he assures me he will do am amore, pud with muoh greater 
attention than he ever, bestowed on anythmg of the kind. But for 
this last class of airs I will not attempt to find more than one set 
of verses. 

That eccentric bard, Peter Pindar, has started I know not how 
many dlffioultietf about writing for the airs I sent to him; because of 
the peculiarity of their measure, and the trammels they impose on 
his flying Pegasus. ' I subjoin, for your perusal, the 'only one I have 
yet got from him, being for the &ik& air Lord Gregory. The Scots 
verses prin^d with th^t.ftir are takra ^eom ike middle, of an oU 
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baHad^ OftHed Th6 Loss of Lo^vroyany 'wHelk I do not admire;!^ I 
have sei down the air therefore as a creditor 6f youns. Many of the 
Jaeebite Mngs are replete with wit and homonr-^inight nol the 1i>est 
of'theee^be inckided in our volume of eomio songs! 



IKMTSCRIPT. ^ 
FROM TBB HQN. ANDREW^ EBSKINS. 

Mft Tbomson has been so oMiging as to give me a penisal of your 
songs. Highland Mary- is most enchantingly pathetic, and Duncan 
Cfrap ^ o a oo m oa native genuine humour—* Spi^ o^ lowpin* o'er a linn,* 
is a line of itself that should make yon immortal. I sometimes hear 
of you from our mutual friend Cunningham, who is a most excellent 
fellow, and possesses above all men I know the charm of a most 
obliging disposition. You kindly promised me, about a year ago, a 
collection of your unpublished productions, religious and amorous. 
I Imow from eKperience how irksome it is to copy. H you will get 
any trusty peiiM>n in Dumfries to wiito them over* fair^ I will gtve 
Peter Hill whatever money ho asks for his trouble, and I certs^y 
idiall not betray your confidence. I am your hearty admirel*, 

Andrew Erskinb. 



BURKS TO HR THOMSOft. 

96th Jatmaty 1193. 

I APPROVB gi-eatly, my dear sir, of your plans. Dr Beattie's 
essay will of itself be a treasure. On my part I mean to draw up 
an appendix to the Doctor's essay, containing my stock of anecdotes^ 
&c. of our Scots songs. All the late Mr Tytler's anecdotes I have 
by me, taken down in the course of my acquaintance with him from 
his own mouth. , I am such an enthusiast^ tiiat in the course of my 
several peregrinations through Scotland I made a pilgrimage to the 
individual spot from which every song took its rise — Lockaber and 
the Braes o/.BaUende» excepted. So &r as the locality, either from 
the title of the air or the tenor of the song, could be ascortained, 
I have paid my dOvotions at. the particular shrine of every Scots 
muse. 

I do not doubt bat you might make a very valuable collection of 
Jacobite songs ; but would it five no offence I In the meantime, do 
not you ihiSk that some of viem, particularly The Swfa TaU to 
Oeordict as an air, with other words^ might be well worth a place 
in your collection of lively songs! 

If it were possible to procure songs of me^t, it would be prqpw 
to liave one set of Scots words to every air, and that the set of words 
to which the notes- ought to be set. There is a naivei^ a pastoral 

1 This baUftd has sbut lieen printed in i^versl oeUeotions. It is powesied of 
coiisiddnddle merit. ' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^284 uis A3fB^wowma^o9 bobmi^ 

nrnpUo^XyiAAfUglrt mtennixiwe of Soots wordeWid plurafiooltgj, 
which k aiore in uittton— at least' to my ta8te^4aid, I wiH add,^ 
evecj geniuiio Caledonian tatte— with the simj^ pathos or rustic 
spriffhtliness of o«r native masic, thui any £n^^ veises whatevet. 
The very name of Petdr Pindar is an acquisition to your work.i 
His Oregory is beautiAiL I have tried to give yon a set of stanzas 
in Scots on the same subject^ whish are at your sendee. Not that I 
intend to enter the lists >rith Peter — that would be prcsumptiim 
indeed. Hy son^ though much inferior in poetic Burit^ luus, I 
think^ moro of the ballad simplicity in ilb 



MRD OBSOOttX, 

mirk, mirk is this midnight hour, 

And loud the tempest's roar; 
A waefu' wandferer seeks thy tower| 

Lord Gregory, ope thy door< 

An axOo firae her fothei^s ha?; 
A»d a' for lovinsf thee ; 
^ At least some |n^ on me shaw^^ -^ 
' If {(H« it may na bo. ' 

Lord Gregory, mind^st thou not the grove 

By bonnielrwine sid^ 
Where first 1 owned that virgin-love 

I lang, lang had denied! 

How aften didst thou pledge and vow 

Thou wad for aye be mine ; 
And my fond heart, itseV sae true^ 

It ne'er mistrusted thine; 

I Th« aaag of Ih Wdoot (Peter Plndftr) on the dame rabjeot. Is as fdRoivs ^- 

f Ah ope, Lord Gregory, thy door ! 

A BOkldBigfat wanderer stghs t 
Hard rash the ntes, the teoipMts MM, 

And lightningsKsleave th^ skies.* 

* Who comes with wo at this drear Bi|^U— * 

A pilgrim of the gloom ? 
If she whose love did ence driight. 
My 00$ shall yield ber room.' 

* Alas ! thou heard^st a pilgrim mooni. 

That once was prized l^ thee :, 
Think of the ring by yonder burn 
^Thou gav'st to love and me. 

' But should'st thou not i>oor Marion know, 

1 11 turn my fbet and part ; 
And think th« storms that round me blow 

Far kinder than thy heart.' 

It is but doing justice to Dr Wolcot to mention that his song is the origfnaU Mr 
Burns saw it, liked it, and immediately wrote the other on the samejnilOeci, which 
is deiived from tlie old Scottish balladof nncertain angln.— Gumma. 
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Aad flinty ib thy breaat; .e 

Thoa dart of liMyeii tWfc fladieti by 
O wilt thoa gbe UN reetl 

Ys.mHstering thuiiden from above 

ToQjr willijQg viotamaoe t 
But spare and pardon my fame lovei 

His wrangs to Heaven and me ! 

Miss Peaci^k had answered Boms's letter of the 6th of 
December, giving him an account of the return of Mrs M*Leho86 
to Scptiarid, fynt apparently not encouraging him to renew his 
oorrespond^ce with that lady. The letter did not reach the 
hands of the poet for a coi^siderable time, m consequence of an 
accident. When at length made aware that his Clarinda was 
once more im Edinburgh, he addressed her- — and the letter is 
certakdy very characteristic: 



TO CLARIl9t)A« 

I wj p FOiB, my dear madam, thai by yottf negleeting to inftmn 
QM of your avtival in Burope^-a eirdnnstatiee jlbat wtAd not be 
indiiFereni to me, as indeed ne ^ccmrence relkttog to yon caa — yoii 
BMttiit to IcHfkve me to gaeas and gather that a correspondenee I once 
had the hooMHp and feHcity to enjoy is «b be bo more. Alatl what 
heavy-laden aoattds are these— < No more4* Hie wretch who has 
B«?er tasted pleasure has never known wb; what drives the soul to 
maibiess ia the reooUection of joys that are < no auanl* Bat this 
is not language to the world: they do not tmdenta&d it But 
coiite,ye few — thetihiidpren of Feeling and SeBtimeiit|~^ye whose 
trem^^g bo80m*diord»-<ache 4a nButtmble aagtush as reedUection 
gashes on the heart 1 — ^e who are eapabie ^ an attachment keen* as 
the arrow of Death, and strong as the vigour of ioniortal being — 
come! ^nd year ears shall drink a tide — — But^ hosht I must not, 
oaniHit tell ft; agony is in the recoDeetien, and frensy iitthe recital ! 

Bat, nadam,to leave the padistiiat lead to madness,! eongratulate 
your friends on -year return; asid I hope that the preeious health, 
whieh Miss P. tetts me is so ranch hijuied^ la Restored or restoring. 
There Is a fotality attends Miss Peaeock's correspondence an<t mine. 
Two of my leOera^ it seems, she never received; and her last came 
whye I wasrin Ayrshire, wais unfortunately mislaid, aod o^y found 
about ten days or a fortnight ago, ea removing a desk of drawers. 

i present y<m aS[>ook: may I hope you will acc^t of it. 1 daresay 
you will have broaght year books with you. The fourth volume of 
the Scots Songs is published ;- 1 will presume to send it you« Shall I 
hear from you! INit first h^ me. No cold language — no prudential 
documents : I despise advice and scorn eontroL If yon «e.aet to 
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write muh language, aadi sentimeBto as yon Imow^ I shaU wish, aliaU 
delight to reeeiTe, I conjure you, by wounded pride, by ruined peace 
by frantic, disappointed passten, by all -the many ills that constitute 
thftt sum of human woes, a broken heart! I ! —to ~me be silent foi 
ever. ♦ ♦ ♦ * B. B. 

The pride of Boms, and that impatience under reproach whicfc 
his pride dictated, are here strongly delineated. Clarinda would 
probably in reply revert to her former wish tliat Bylvander could 
have been brought ' to feel a little of genuine gosp^ humility.' 
Yet he was capable of the deepest selif-humiliation — only it was 
necessary, for the development of the, feeling, that no feliow-wonn 
should presume to taunt, or even to advise him. . 



TO MR CUNNIKGHAM. ^ 

' SiKCE I wrote to you the last lugubrious sheet, I have not had 
time to write you fardier. Wh^i I say that I had not time, tbat^ as 
usual, means Uiat the three demoiM, indolence, buainess, and enabi, 
have so ccmipletely shared ray hoiw among them as lu>t to leave me 
ft &ve minutes' fragment to take up |t pen in. 

Thank Heaven, I fe^ my spirits buoying upwards with the t9»^ 
vating year.' Now I shaU in good eam^^ ^^^ ^ TfaamsoiCa songs. 
I dajresay h« thinks I have used him unkindly ; and, I must own, 
with too much af^iearaoee of truth* Apropoi^ do..yo« know the 
mueh-i^mkned old Highland air called TAe Svtot^s Dochtfir / It is 
1^ first-rate fovouriteof mine, and I have written what I reokon one 
of ray best smaga to it. 1 will send it to yen ae- it T«:as«uBg, with 
great applau^ in some £Etshionf^»le circles, by Mi^ tU>b^rto»n of 
Lude, who was here ^with his coips. 

There is one goi^mission thikt I must trouble yov with.- I latdy 
lost a valuable seal, a pres^vt from a departed iriend, which vexes^ 
me much.i i juiye gotten one of your Highland p^Ui>les, which I 
fancy would make a very decent one, and I want to cut my armorial 
bearing on it i will yo% be so obliging as inqi;^rQ whift will he the 
expense of . such a business I I do not know that ray nftrae is matri- 
culated, 9i the heraids call it, at all, but I have invented arms for 
myself; so» you know« I shall be chief ef the name, and, by courtesy 
OJf ScotUind, will likewise be entitled to supporters. These, however, 
I do not intend having on my i^eaU J am a bit ef a heftdd, and shall 
give you, secundttm arienny my arms. On a field, azure, a holly*>bush, 
seeded, proper, in . base ; a shepherd's pipe and ccook, aaltier^wise, 

1 Some of the earlier letters to Mr Thomaon tetftin the impxvesioa of a gmall aeal 
with the dOTioe, very characteristic of and suitable to our poet, of a heart transWTftf 
l^onMsdtfti. 
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also proper, in chief. On a wreath of ihe colours, a woodlark 
perching on a sprig of bay-tree, proper, for crest. Twu iiiuit,ue&»: 
round the top of the croaty Wood-notes wild ; at the bottom of tlie 
shield, in the usual place, Better a wee bush than neie bield.^ By liie 
^epherd's pipe and crook J do not mean ibo nonsense of painters of 
Arcad^ but a stock and horn, and a dv^y such as yon see at the head 
of Allan Bainsa^, ii^ Allan's quarto edition of the Oende Shepherd, 
By the by, do you know Allan \^ He must be a mail of yery great 
genius. Why is he not more known? Has he no patrons ! — or do 
* Paverty's cold wind and crushing rain beat keen and heavy * on him ? 
I once, and but onpe,got a glance of that noble edition of the noblest 
pastoral in the world ; and dear as it was— I mean de^r as to my 
pocket — I wonld have bought it^ but I was teld that it was printed and 
engraved for subscribers only. He is the only artist who has hit 
genvine pastoral costume. What, my dear Cunningham, is th«*e in 
riches that t^ey narrow and hardc^ the heart so } I think, that 
were I as riph as the sun^ I should be as generotus as 4he day : but as 
I have no reason to imagine my soul a, nobler one than any other 
man's, X must conclnde that wealth imparts a birdlime quality to 
the possessor, at which the man in his native poverty would have 
revolted. What has led me to this is. the idea of siich merit as Mr 
Allan p<>«Mses, and such riches as anabobor goiremment contractor 
possesses, and why. they do not form a mutual league. Xet wealth 
shelter and ohisrish nnpretected merit^ and the .gratitude and ceiei* 
brity of tiiat merit will richly repay it B. B. 



BURKS TO MR THOOfSON. 

MtA March 1793. 
JtfT DEAR SiBr— The song prefixed [Mary Morison^] is one of my 
juvenile works, I leave it in your hands. I do not think it very 
remark8d[>le, either for its merits or demerits. It is impossible — at 
least I feel it so i& my stinted powers — to be always original, enter- 
tuning, and witty .- 

What is become of the list, &e. of your songs ? I shall be «ut of 
. all teniper with you by and by.^ I have always looked on myself as 
^6 prince of indolent correspondents,' and valued myself accordingly; 
and I wiiiiibty cannot^ bear rivalship from you nor anybody else. 

1 A seal with tlieB6 Jaosiful beuelngB vm acttuOly «ui for tbA poefc, «nd used by 
liizn for the remainder of his lila. Its impression is represented und«l' a prc^le of 
the poet in Mr Cunningham's edition of Bums, vol. viiL p. 166. 

> The poe« here lOludes to David AHan, painter, usually called the Scottish 
Sogarth. He was- borut at Alloa in 17ii, and edooated through the kindness <A 
some generous ladies. His serious paintings are not much admired ; but he had a 
happy knack at hitting ofif Scottish rustic figures. At his death in 17^6, he left a 
aeries of drawings illustrative of BumsV works. 

3 See Vol. L, p. 71. The song is here headed by the poet with a reii^'ence to th^ 
tune of Duncan Davidson. For thin is substituted in Mr Thomson's hand, Bid» ye 
feL Tfao song was adapted by the late John Wilson, vocalist, to the tune of 
Merry mdy tie Maid be, whieh is oertalnly much more suitable. 
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' VUBNS to MB THOMSON. 

. . Jfarc* 17931 

WANDBBIIK} WILLIS. 

Here atra, there awa, wandering WilHe, 
.N<^ tired wHh wandering, lurad awa hame ; 

Come to my bosom, my ae oply dearie, 
And tell me thou biing'st me my lYillie ttie same. 

liond Wew the eauM winter winds at onr parting, 
It wasna the blast brought the tear in my ee ; 

Kow welcome the liimmer, and welcome my WlUie, 
Th6 simmer to nature, my "Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes Test hi the caye of your eiumbera^ 
O how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 

Awakeii, ye breesee I row gentiy, ye billawff I - 
And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my anns ! 

Btat if he *8 forgotten his ftitiiftiSefet l^anme, 
O stUlr^ow between us, theu wid|»-roaring main I 

Ma^ I never 8eoit,-mi^ I neter trow it, 
BtM^ ^^rin^^belteiF^ that m^ WiHlo'^i my ^in ! 

I leaye it to yon^my dear sir, to determhie wliether the afcone^ or 
the old Tht^wgh the Lemji Uvif be the beat 



TO MtSS BENSON.^ 

PuMPftHw, tut Mmxh i9n. 

Madam — ^Amimg many thinga to which I envr theoe hale, long- 
lived old fellows Wore the Flood, is this, in parooular-r^t wh)^ 
they met with anybody after tfaebr own hearty they had a charming 
leng prospect of Bnmy, many happ^ meetings with them in after4ire. 

Now, in this sh(M% stormy wintar-di^ of our fleettog - puistonoe^ 
when you, now and then, m the chapter of accident^. Biaot an 
individual whose acquaintance is a real acquisition, there are all the 
inrobabilities against you that you shall Merer meet with tint valued 
character more. On the other hand, iH-ief as this miserable beii^ 
i% it is none of the least of the miseries belonging to it, that if there 
is any miscreant whom yon hate^ or creature whom yon despise^ the 
ill run of the chances shall be so against you, that in the o^i^- 
takings, turnings and jostlings <tf life, p<^ at some unlucky comer 
eternally comes the wretch upon you, and will not allow your 
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indigBainm or c^iempt a moment's repose. As I am a sturdy 
beHever in the powers of darkneea^ I take these to be Uie doings of 
tiiat old author of mischief, the devil. It is well known that he has 
soiAe kind of short-hand way of taking down our though; and I 
make -no doubt' that he is perfectij acquainted with my sentim^dts 
resfieetiBg Miss Benson; how mu<^ I admn*ed her abilities and 
TaHied her worth, and how yfery fortunate I thought mysolf in hejh 
acquaintance. For tiiis last reason, my dear madam, I must 
onteftain no h^pes of ^he i^ery great pleasure of meeting with you 
agaim 

Miss Hamflton ieQs me that i^ is sending a packet to yoo, and I 
beg leave io send you the enclosed Sonnet $ tl^ough, to tell you to 
reed truth, ^the sonnet is a mere pretence, that I may have the 
opportunity of declaring with how m«ch rei^peotful esteem I have 
the h<HM«r to be, &c. R. B. 

Bums was acquamted witji Mr Craik of A^bigland, through his 
frieod and landlord, Captain Hamilton, a connection of the femily. 
He had at Arbigland met Miss Benson, who was there on a visit. 
The llidy has related the following anecdote of the occasion : ' 

*I dined with Bums a.t Arbigland; he was witty, drank as 
Others drank, and was long in comii^ to the tea-table. It 
was ihen the fashion for young ladies to be busy about some- 
thing — I was workup a flower: The poet sat down i>e8ide 
me, tj^ed of the beauty of what I was imUating,-8nd put his 
hand so near the work, that I said : " Well take it, and do a bit 
yourself." "O hoi'* said he, "you think my hand is unsteadsr 
with wine. I cannot work a flower, madam; but"— he pulled 
the thread out of the needle, and re-threaded it in a moment. 
'' Can a tipsy man 4o thitt?" He talked to me of his chil^en, 
more particularly of his eldest son^ and called him a promising 
boy. " And yet, .madam," he said, with a sarcastic glance of his 
eye, " I hope he will turn out a glorious blockhead, and so make 
his fortune,"' — Allan Cunningham's Life of Bums (p. 267.) 

The eldest spn of the poet was now a boy between six and sevsea 
years old, and already toted for his aptitude to leara, being 
possessed of aa e^itraorcUiuuy m^moisr to ^msIs, «)d no smidl 
portion of his Other's gift of laoguage. Buras, with a feeling 
hereditary ki his- case, was most laudably aiCEk>iis iCbotft the -educa- 
tion of his children. Fining that ^e really excellent school of 
Dumfries was patent at a lower scale of foes to the children of 
burgesses, he recalled that, at his first' visit to the place in June 
17m, he had been invested with an honorary burgess ticket, so that 
he was all but entitled to the privilege he thought so desirable 
for his offspring. He accordingly addressed the following appli- 
oatiOB to the monieiiJial MiUioritiea : 
m. N 
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TO tHS HON. THX PROTOM, BAILISSy AND fOWK- COUNCIL OT 
DUMFRIxis. 

Okntxxmbn — ^The litenury taste and liberal-^irit of yooitgood town 
has 80 ably £Ued the viuiouff departments of yowt school^ as to make 
it a very great object for • parent to have his children edocated m 
tiiem. 6ull to me, a stranger, to give my young ones that education 
I wish, at the hig^ sdiool-fees which a stranger pays^ ^riU bear hard 
upon me. 

Some years age, your good town^d me Uie honour of making me 
an honorary buig9ai. Will you aUow me to request that this mark 
of distinction ihay extend so fiu* as to JE»ut me on the feeting'of a real 
freeman of the toii:n in the schoolsl 

If you are so very kind as to grant my request,.it will certainly bo 
a constant incentive to me to 8t^;ain every nerve where I ca^ offimUy 
serve you ; and will, if possible, increase that grateful respect wi& 
idiich I have the honour to be^ gentlemen; kc. . - B. B. 

The request was immediately coinplie/l with, and young Kober^ 
Bums, with one or two of his iMrothers, were m the way o^ receiving 
an excellent edtlcation at little expense when their difitingoished 
fixtherdied. 



- BUBM8 TO MR THOMSON. 
OPEH TBK BOOR TO MB, OHI 

' O open the door, some pity to shew, 

O open the do<Nr to me, ohl 
Though thou hast been false, I'll everprove tnu^ 

O <^ea the door to me, eh! 

* Oauld is the blast upon my pale oheek| 

But caulder thy love for me» oh! 
The frost that freezes the life at my hearty 
Is. nought to my pains frae thee, oh 1 

< The wan moon is setting behind tht white wtftre, 

. And time is setting with ne, oh! 
False fricttd8,£Bitee love, &rew«ll! foormair 
I'M ne'er trouble them, nor thee, ohl' 

8he has opoied the door« she hsis opened it wide ; 
^le sees his pale corse on the plain, oh! 

* My true love! ' die cried, and sank down by his Bid«^ 

Never ijo i^ again, oh! • 

I do not know wbatliar lUb Miil^bf mll(r n^M^ 
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BUBMS TO MR THOMSON. 

TOUNO JESSIE. 

Hvnwr^Bannie Dundee. < 

Trne^heitiod wa» he, the sad swam o' ike Yajrow, 
And &hr'are the maids on the banks o' the Ayr, 

Bat by the sweet side o' the Nith's wmding liveTi 
Are lovers as fiiithfid, and maidens as fair : 

To equal yonng Jessie seek Scotland ^ all over'; 
' - To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain/ 

Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter lier lover, 
And miodenly modesty fixes the chain. 

O fresh is tbe^ rose in the gay dewy momiiigy 
' And sweet is the lily at evening dose ; 
But in the fair pre8en<$e d' lovely young Jes^ 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her snnle, a wizard ehsnaring; 

Ebthroned in her een he deKveis his law i 
And still to her charms ^e alone is a stranger^ . 

Her medest demeaaour ^s the jewel of a' ! 

In this song Boms meant a complhnent to Miss Janet Staig, 
second daughter ctf the Provost of Duinfries, and subsequently 
the wife of Major William Miller, one of the sons of the poet^s 
former landlord. Mrs Miller must have now been a y&cy young 
lady, for her monument in Dumfries churchyard states that ehe 
died in March 1801^ at the early age of 26. 



TD FATBICK XILLBB, ESQ., OF DALSWINTON. 

"DvmvKiMB, Jprilim, 
SiK— My poems having jnst come out in another edi^on, thU you 
do me the hononr to accept of a copy! A noiark of my gratitude to 
you, as a gentlemaii to whose goodness I have beeh much indebted ; 
of my respect for you, as a patriot who, in a venal. Sliding iige, stands 
forth the champion of the liberties of my country ; and bf my vene- 
ration for you, as a man whose benevolence of heart does honour to 
humaa nature. 

There wot « time, sir, when I was your ^pendent : this language 
then would have been lUce the vile incense of flattery-r-I couSl not 

1 Bw«shidwimaftgootfa»whlAI<jpaiwnMSd iltMtft t»Bs>flMid. 
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hskve vsed it How that tha^ donneetioa^ is at an end, da ine the 
honour to aoe«pt of this honett itihvdfi of rospect ' from, sir, your 
much indebted humble servant^ - B.B. 



TO JO^ M^mnEOK), BS^ DRUM LAimiCK ' 

BUXITRIBS, 17912. 

Will Mr M^Murdo do me thefavoqr to Moeij^ of these vokunes t^ . 
a trifling but sinc^e mark of the very high respect I bttar for his 
worth as a man, his mimners as a gentleman^ and hi|d Imidness as a 
friend. However inferior now, or afterwards, I may rank as a poet, 
one honest virtue to which lew poets ^sm pretend,! trust I shall etveac 
daim as mine— to no man, whatever his station in life, 6r his power 
to serve me^ have J av^ paiii a complinMnt >t tftte expense oi 
rmura, Tub Author. 



TO THE BARL OF efinfOUklRir. 

Mr Lord — ^When yea caat your ejo en tho name al the bottom of 
this letter, and on the title-page of the %6ok I deinyself the honour 
to send your loi^hip,^ a mor«., pleasurable feeUng thaa my^vanity 
tells me tdiat it must be a name not entirely ^inknown to you* Tire 
generous patronage of youV late illustrious brother found me in the 
lowest obscurity : he introduced my rustic muse lb the partiality of 
my c<nmtiy y and to hira I owe all. My sense of his gooclness, and 
tire ttiguish of my sotdat losmg my truly' noble protectm* and friend, 
I have endeavoured to express in a poem t6 his memory, which I 
have now publii^hed. This edition is just from the press; and in 
my gratitude to the dead, and my vo^pect for the living (fome bdies 
you, my lord, if you possess no^ the same dignity of man, which was 
your noble brother's charaotmstic feature), I had destined a c<^y for 
the Earl of GlenciUm. I learnt just now that you are in town: 
allow me to present it you. . . 

I know, my lord, such is the vile^ venal contagion which pervades 
the world of lettm, that professions of respect from an author, 
particularly from a poet tp a lord, are more than suspicious. I claim 
my by-past conduct, and my feeluigs at this moment^ as exceptions 
to the too Just conclusion. Exalted as are t|ie honours of your 
lordship's Qame, and unnoted a9 is the obscurity of mine ; with ihe 
uprightness of an honest man,^ I come before ^our lordship, with 
an ofiPering, however humble, 'tis all I have to g&ve, of my gratoM 

1 Alluding to the tSxne when he held ihe fana 9^ EllisUnd, aa tenant to Mr 
Miller. 
A Aoop]roftheBewedl^B«fhisp9enui, Xtwaitntwovblnmes. 
» Ap^<#Uyair«attiaaQmsj>Mns< - - . •* . 
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retpeei ; and %b- h^ of you, mj kM^ tto all I liaTe to aolcof you, 
that yoB wiU do me the henoor to aooept of it I have the honour 
tobe^ B.B. 



MB THOMSON TO BUBIYS. 

BoiRBvvoH, 9d April 1793. 

I mtL Blot reeofiaiiae the title you give yoaraelf, < the prince of 
indoterU' coneBptaMesiiii i* but if the culfedtive vere. taken away, I 
-thinlc.the tiCle vould then*^ yon exactly. It givea me pleasure to 
find you can fhmsh anecdotes with respect to most of ^e songs : 
these will be ti literary curiomty. 

I now send you my list of ^e songs^ whicih I believe wiU be found 
nearly complete. I have put down the first lines of all the £kiglish 
songs which I pkt>pose giving in addition to the Scotch verses. If ai\y 
oUiers occur to you, better adapted to the charact^ of the airs, pray 
mention them when you fiivour me with your strictures |ipon every- 
tiung else relating to the work. 

Pleyel has lately sent me a number of the' songS) with his sympho- 
nies and aooompaniments added to them. I wish you were here, that 
I might serve up some of them to you with your own verses, by way 
of dessert after dinJier. There is so much delightful &ncy in the 
symphonies, and such a delicate simplicity in the accompaniments— 
they are indeed beyond .cdl praise. 

I am very much pleased with the several last productions of your 
muse : your Lxtrd Cfregory, in my estimation, is ^kaore interesting than 
Peter^s, beautiful as his is. Tour Here awa, WiUie^ must nn4^^ 
s^me alterations to swt the air. Mq Brskine and I have been 
conning it over ; he will suggest what is necessary to make them 
a fit match.1 

> Wandering WHUe, as altered bgr Bir Enkine and Mr Thoduon:— 

Here awa; there awa, wanderlhg WilHe, 

Here armt there awa, haud awa hnne ; 
Come to my boeom, my aia only dearie. 

Tell me thou briot^'et me my Willie the same. 

Winter winds blew loud and caul' at our parting. 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee} 

Welcome now simmer, uod welcome my WiU^ 
As simmer to nati)re, so Willie to me. 

Best, ye wild stcMrms; in the cave o' your slmnbezs, 

How your di«ad howUng a lover alenns ! 
Blow soft, ye breetes I roU gently, ye billows 1 

And waft my deiur laddie anoe mair to my arms. 

But ohf if he 's foithless, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow sUU between us, thou darit-heaving main 1 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 
While, dying, I think th»t my Willie 's my ain. 

< Ow poet, withhis usual JudgmoBt, adopted toBM qfthonf alt«rati«BS, and n|)a«M 
ofthecik The last edittoiiiaa#lbOowa>-o ^ 
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The gmtleiBMi I hsre mentUmed, whMa fine tude yo« ere so 
B^raager to, is so well pleaded, both with the mugioal eoid poetical 
partoi! eur work, that he has Yolunteered his assistanee, and has already 
written four songs for it» which» by his own desire, I send fiir your 
pemsaL 



BUBMS TO MR THOMSON. 
THS SOLDISR'S BETUBN.l 

When wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peftce reiamin^ 
Wi' mony a sweet babe fittherless, 

And mony a widow inomnbig : ^ 



Hero awa, there awa^ wuidarbigWtllle, 

Here awa, there awa, haud awa haiqe t 
l^ome to my bosom, my ain only dearie, , 

TeU me thou briiig*Bt me my Willie the 

innt^ Yind0 htew load and c^uld at our parting. 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in niyee ; 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome my WilBe» 
Tlw fimmer %o iiM(tt«t nay Willto t« mai 

Rest, ye wild stortns, in the eave of your slumhen, 

Bofw your dreadhowling a lover alarms { 
Wauken, ye breeses ! row gent^, ye billows L 

And wait my dear Caddie aAce mair to my arms ! 

But oh, if be^'s frittdess, and minds aa his Naaaitf, 
, Flow still between us, thou wide-roaring main; 
May I never see it, may I never trow it. 
But, dylQg, believe that tny Willie *% my sUu 

< S^eral of the altontions selem to b& of little importance in themselvei, and irwe 
adopted, it may be presumed, for ^e sake of suiting the words better to the mlisic. 
The Homeric ^thet for the sea, cUirk-heacittg, ■^ggpested by Mr firsldne, is in itself 
more beautiful, as wrtl perhaps as more sublime, than ttoidt-roaiing^ which he hai 
retained, but as it is only applicable to a placid state of the sea, or, at most, to the 
swell left on its suiiaoe after the.storm is over, it gives & lecture of that element not 
so weU adapted to the ideas of eternal separation^ which the fair mourner is vupposed 
to imprecate. From the original song of Here atoa, Willie^ Burns has borrowed 
nothing but the second line and part of the fbr»t. The stiperior excdienoe <tf this 
beautiful poem win, it is hoped. Justify the dilTerent editions of it whldi we have 
given.'— CuRRia. 

) * Bums, Ihave been informed* was one mmmex evening at the inp atBrownUU 
with a couple of Mends, when a poor wayworn soldier passed the Vindow : of a 
sudden, it struck the poet to call him in, and get the story of his adventures ; i^Rer 
listening to which, be aU At once fell into one of those fits of abstiaction not unusual 
with him. He was lifted to the r^on where he had his ** g^Iand and singing ^robea 
about him," and the residt was the admirable song whith he sent you ibr The MUl, 
Mill O.'—Omretpondent of Mr Qtorge Thonuom. Mill • Mantioch, a sweet pastoral 
scene on the Coyl, near Coylt(m K^k, fs samxMed to have been the spot where th* 
poet imagined th^ rencontre of the soldier ana his mistress to have taken place. 
* Vwialim-'* And €fm again withpieaedre beamed, 
Tkat had be«| htoMe^wttli nonnief.' 
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I left the lines and tented field. 

Where Lin^ I'd been a lodger^ 
Biy humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor but henest sodger* 

A leal» light heart waa in my breasl^ 

My hand unstained wi' plunder : 
And for £ur Scotia^ hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy ; 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reached the bomiie gles 

Where early life I sported ; 
I passed the mill, and trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I courted : 
Wha spied I but my^ aia dear maid 

Down by her mother's dwelling! 
And tamed me round to hide the flo«d 

That in my een was si«relling, 

Wi* altered voice, quoih I, * Sweet lasi^ 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's Uossom, 
O happy, happy may he be, 

That's dearest to thy bosom I 
My purse is light, I've iar to gang^ 

And fkin would be thy lodger ; 
IVe served my Idng and coontry kng— * 

Take pity on a sodger ! ' ^ 

Sae wistfulbr she gaz^ on me, 

And lov^er'was than ever; 
Quo' she, ' A sodger ance I loed. 

Forget him. shall I never : 
Our humble cot and hamely fare 

Te freely shall partake o't ; 
That gallant badge^ the dear cocka^e^ 

Te're welcome for the sake o't' 



ffiie gazed — $he reddened like a i 

Syne pale like ony lily;. 
She sank within my arms, and cried, 

< Art thou my ain dear Willie !' 
' By Him who made y<m sun and sky^ 
. By whom ^e love's regarded, 
I am the man ; and thus may stiU 

True lovers be veew^dfid. 
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The wtam tire oV, and I 'm oobm hame^ 

And find thee still ^rae-bearted ! 
Though poor in geaiv ve're rich in lere^ 
* And mair.we^ ne'er he ported.' 
*Qqo' 0he, * My graadaire left me ^wd, 
A HNulen p^miiahed fiEubrly ; 
And coni% my.^thfa' wdger lad, 
Thou^ welcome to it dearly.' 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main. 

The fanner ploughs the manor ; 
But glory is the soar's prize, 

The eodger's wealth is honour. 
^ The hraive poor sodger ne'er despise^ 

Ker count him as a stranger ; 
Bememher he's his country's stay 

la day aod hour of danger* 



XBO 6* aSB KILL. 

Axm-^Ba»nUlattr^eiU90tkiieinaBarrudtf 

ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten f 
And ken ye what Meg o^ the MiU has gotten f 
She haa gotten a coof wi' a claut o^ siller, fboi 
An4 broken the heart o' the barley Miller. 

The Miner "ww strappin', the Miller was ruddy; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like i^ lady : 
The Laird was a widdiefti', bleerit knurl ; ^ — 
She's left the guidfellow and taen the churL 

' The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving ; 
The Laird did address her wT matter more moving 
A fine pacing horse wi* a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by, her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

wae on the siller, il is aae prevailing I 
And wae on the love that is fi^ed on a maflen ! ' 
A todier'fi^ nae word in a true lover's parle. 
But gie me my love^ i^id a 6g for the waxl ! ^ 

^ A po<HP Uttte op0Btiire> 

' Hie poet had letouolied ad old aopg ol thii name fw JckntonU M u t mm hk 
1788. It appeared tai the sixth volume, at ' wiittaa for this wor'k by Robtft Boms,* 
bat is so mde and wretched a production, th»t we caonat beli9Y« many words of 
tt to have beea ti^SpUed by SQ iBMttaiy a pan. 
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BURNS TO MB THOMSON. 

.' r ■ 

1th AprU 1793. 

Thank yon, my ^ear edr, for yonr packet You oannot imagioe 
hjdw nmch this business of cwciiMMing for your publication has added 
to my enjoyivents. Wbat with mf early attacl^ment to ballads, 
your book, &c. ballad-making is now as completely my hobby-borse 
as OYMT fortification was Uncle Toby'l^*; «o I'll e'en canter it away 
till I come to the limit of my xace^—God grant that I may take the 
rig^ side of the wittning-post !~and then cheerfully lookisg back 
on the honest fc^ks with whom I have been happy, I shall say or 
sing, ^ae Merry 00 toe eC hoe been/ wid, raising my last looks to 
the whde human race, the last words of the voice of Ooilai shall be, 
Oood-fiighif and Joy be tof yeu a*! So much for my )a8t words : 
now for a ffew present remarks, as they hikve occurred at random, cm 
looking oter your list. 

The firat lines of The Lost Time I oame o'er Hub MooTy and 
several other lines in i^ are beautiful ; but^ in my opinion — pardon 
me, revered shade of Bamsay l^the song- is unworthy of the divine 
air. I shiUl try to make or mend. For ever, Fortimey wiU ikou 
pre^ is a xhanning song } but Logan Bum and Logan Braes is 
sweetly susceptible of rur^l imagery : I'll try that likewise, and if I 
succeed, the other song may dasas among the English ones. I 
remember the two last Unes of a verse in some ef the old songs of 
Logan If oter— for I know a good many different ones^^ich I 
think pretty : — 

* Now my dear lad nmtin ftoe Ub Ibes, 
Fax, fiMr frae me and Logaa braes.*^ 

My Patie U a Lover gay, is unequaL * His mind is never muddy/ 
is a muddy expression indeed. 

*'llaMi III resign And marry Pate^ 
And syne my cocjceraony'— 

This, is surely far unwortky of Bamsay, or your book. Hy song, 
Mig9 </ Barley, to the same tuiie^ does not altogether please me ; 
but if I .can mend it^ and thrash it few loofie sentiments out of it, t 
will submit it to your ctmsideration. The Laae o* PaU^s MiU is one 
of Bamsay's best songs ; but there is one loose sentiment, in it» which 
my much -valued fnend Mr S^kine will take into his critical 
confflderation. In Sir John Sinclair's statistical volumes Are two 
claims — one, I think, fnmi Aberdeenshire, and the o£her from 
Ayrshire — for the honour of this song. The following anecdote^ 
which I had f^om the' present Sir. William Oumiinghada of Bobert- 
land, who ha^ it of the late .John^ ;Barl ef Loudon^ I can, on such 
authorities, believe : — 

» Bnrm here calls himself the « Voiee of C<rfla/ In imitation of Oasian, whe 
denominates himself the ^ Toice tA Gena.' Sae Mterrp as we of hme^een I and Qooi^ 
niphtfCmd Jap he wi' ycm a*t are the namee of tlTQ ^«9tti8h tQBte,-~OimKiK, 
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Allan Bamsay ^&> residing at London Castle wi€h the tlien Eari, 
father ta Earl John; and one forenoon, riding or walMng ont 
togetlier, his lordship and Allan passed a sweet, rohiantic spot on 
Irrine Water, still ci^ed Patie's Mill, where a bonnie lass was 
*- tedding hay,l>ar6headed, on the green * My lord obsevyed iit^ Allan 
that it would be a fine theme fbr a sobg. Bamsay took tho hint^ 
and, lingering behkid, he composed iihe first sketch of 11^ wludi k& 
produced at dinner. ' - 

One Day I heard Mary my, is a fine Bong; lJut> for o^msistency's 
sake, alter the name' Adonis. Were there erer sndb banns published 
as a purpose of marriage between Adonis and Mary! I a^[ree with 
you that my, song 7^ftere*8 iiOUgNt hut Caere on every' Hand, is ihuch 
superior to Puirtitk Cavld, The ori^al song^ The MiXl^ Mill O! 
though excellent, is, on account of dehcacy, inadmissible ;>still -I like 
tho tiUe, and think a Scottish song would suit the notes best ; and 
let your choseA song, which is very pn^ty, follow as «n English Ket 
The Bcmka <^ the Dee is, you know, literally LanyoteCy to -mow time^. 
The song is Well enough, bat has some ftdse imagwy In it: for 
instance^ 

< And Bwtetiy the AJghttoj^e aang.frota the-tr^e** 

In the first place, the nigh1»igale fings in a IN^w bush, bnt sever 
from' a tree ; and in the second ^daee, there aeverwas It nigh.tingale 
seen or heard on the banks of the Dee, or on ^e banks^ any o3iik> 
rivaft in Scotland. Exotic runU imagery is always comparatively 
flat. If I «oukl hit on anoiSier stanza, equal to <The teall birds 
rejoice,' &c. I do myself honestly avow that I think 4t' a SQpei4or 
song. I John Anderson, my Jo — the s<mg to ihis tune in John$on*s 
Museum is my composition,' and I think it not my worsi; if it .suit 
you, take it, and , welcqnie. Tour coUeption of sentimental a^ 
pathetic songs is, in my opinion, very eomplete; but not so your 
comic ones. Where are Ttdlochgorum, Lumps o* Puddin^ Tibbie 
Fouler, and several othens, which, in my humble judgment, are well 
worthy of preservation? There is also' one sentimental s<mg of 
mine in the Museumi Which nevw wa&knownvoui of the immemate 
neighbourhood, until . I got it taken d^wn .from a ooontry girl^ 
singing. It is called Orngiebum Wood,* and, in ;the. opinion of Mr 
Clarke, is One Of the sweetest Scottish songs^ Ho is tjolte am 
enthns&st about it; and I woi^d take his taste in Scottish mnsid 
against the tasto of most connoisseurs. ' -^ 

Ton are quite right in inserting the last five in your Bil, ihoogh 
tiiey are certainly Irish.. Shepherds, I have hat my Love! is to me 
a heavenly air — what would ,yon think of a set of Scottish versto io 
it? I have made one to it, a good while age, wlni^'I thinly * * *f 
t>ut in its original state it is not quite a lady's song. I enclose an 



1 The batd 4id produee a seeond stuua of The €hwalier*i lament (to which he 
here aUudM), wcuthy of the fint— Ourkib^ See both yeteee in Ted. U. d the 
present verji:. page 9Wl - ^ 
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ililMredy noi amended, copy for jou^ if you choose to; set tile tune to 
it, and let the Irish venes follow.^ 

Mr Erskihe's spngs are all pretty, but his L<me VaU is divine. 
Yohrs, &c. ■ 

Let me fatam just how you tike these random hints. 

Bums was not quite a silent and complying observer of the w»r 
carried on against the patriotic party in BWdco. 

When General Ihunourier, after unparalleled victories, deserted 
the army of the Hepublic, April 5, 1793, only prevented by 
narrow accidents from betraying his troops into the hands of the 
&^mjf some <me escpressing joy in the event where Bums was 
present, he chanted almost extempore the following vei39es, to the 
tune of JSolmAcUvir:'^ 

Tou 're Welcome to Despots, Dumourier; 

You're welcome to Despots, Dumourier, 

How does. Damiaerte do ! . . 

Ay, and Beumonville too ! ^ 

Why did they not como along with you, Dumourier t 

1 Mr themaoa^ it appears, ^d not apim>ve of thU song, ev«n in its altered tlata. 
It does not appeikr in the cc»Teq>m)4endb ; but ^ is probably <Ae to be found i|i hii 
ynanuscripts beginning . 

Yestrten I got a pint of vine,. 

A place where body saw na ; 
Testreea lay on this breast of mine 

The gowden IooIes of Anna. 
£The hungry Jew in wilderness, 

Rejoieing o'er his manna, . 
, TVas naething to my hinny bBsa ' 

tJpon the lips of Ann^ 

Te monarchs tak the east and wdtt» 

Frae Indus to Savannah, 
CUe me wlthili my straining grasj^ 

The melting form of Anna. 
There I It despise imperial charmf^ 

An empress or sidtana, 
While dying r&ptures In her arms, 

I give and takd with Anna ! 

Awa, thou flaontinc god o' day t 

Awa, thou pale tiiima ! 
nk star gae hide thy twinlUng ray, 

WhenI'mte meet soy Anna. . . 

Come, in thy raven plumage, night ! 

Sun, moo6, and stars withdrawn a' ; 
And bring an ang^ pen to write 

My transports wf my Anna Q 

It Is highly eharaoteristle of oifr bard; bat the str^ of sentfaneatdoet vot oomipoBd 
with tijie air to which he prc^^oses it Miould be allied.— Curris. 

> Pampierre was dne of D^mourio-'s generals, whom he exfeoited to desot along 
with him. Beumonville was an emissary of the Convention, so muchhis friend that 
he had similar hopes of him, which, however, were disappointed. The latter penKm 
lived to figure in tl]^ crisis of tlw Ite rt o t a t iea in 181«. 
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1 wSl fight SVa&c^'wilii yoy; BmnoiiriiBr ; 
I will %ht France with yoiiy.Piuttoiiridr ; 
. ^ I wiH fi^t .France with you, 
I wiU tdce inv chance with you ; 
By my seuli I 'U dance a dance widi y o% Bmnoiirior. 

Then let us fight abou^ Dumoorier; 

Then let us fi^t about^ Dumourier ; 

Th^ let us fight about. 

Till freedom's spark is out^ 

Then we*ll be damned^ np doubt— Dnmotaier. 

As will be aftetwards seen, there are other compositions of oiur 
imprudent bard, expressing ardent sympathy with the French, as 
against the powers bande4 foe the suppression ef the RepubHc. 
l!jor could he always keep his tongue from b^raying &e aenti- 
ments of his Jieart. -Thus, for instance, at a private dUiner party, 
on the health of Mr Pitt being proposed, Bums called for a toast^ 
to Washington, as a much greater macn^ and was stillen beeausa 
his request was not obeyed. 

We now come to the remarkable letter which he wrote to Mr. 
Erskine of Mar, with reference to the late animadversions on his 
coi^uct by tbe Excise Board. Mr Erskine^ grandson of the 
rebel earl of 1715, and himself subsequently restored to the family 
titles — was a zealous Whig. Like other, men of wedth of that 
party, he thought himself bound to do all in his power to compen- 
sate for the severity with which the government was treating some 
of the humbler liberals. Ifaving heard tbat Bui^ns was dismissed 
from his situation, he wrote to MrHiddelof Gknriddel, anoth^ 
of the notables in the ret;eht movements for parliamentary 
reform, offering in that case to head a subsorijption in the poet's 
behalf. Bums consequently addressed Mr Erskine *aa fbllows : — 



TO JOHN nUKOIS BBSKINE, ESQ^ Ot VAR. 

buMFBixs, 1301 AprU l^ 

Sm-^Degenerate as human nature is said to be— and in many 
insta nc es worthleM and unprincipled it is — still there are bright 
ezamplea to the ^ontraiy; examples that, even .in the eyes of 
mxp^irw beings, must shad a lustre on the name 6f man* 

Such an example have I now before me, when yon, sir, came 
forward to patronise and befriend a distant obscure stnmger, merely 
because poverty had made him' helpless, end his Bdtiah ha»lihood 
of mind had provoked the arbitrary wantonness of power. My mucl^ 
esteemed friend, Mr Biddel of Glenriddel, has just read me a paragn^ih 
of a letter he had from you. Accept^ sir, of the sUeht t)nrob of 
gratitude ; for words would but mock ihe.emotiana of my jmuL 
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Tod have been ini8ixifonne4 as to mj finid diainission from the 
Exoise ; I am still in t)ie service. Indeed, but for the exertions of a 
|;entleman who must be known ta you, Mr Graham of Fintry^-a 
gentleman who has ever been my warm and generous friend-^I had, 
without so much as a hearing, or the slightest previous intimation, 
been, turned adrift with my helpless family to uB the horrors of want. 
Had I had any oth^ resource, probably I might have saved %b^ the 
trouble of a dismission ; but the little money 1 gained by my public 
cation is, almost every guinea, embarked to save from ruin an only 
brother, who, though one of the worthiest^ is by no means one of the 
most fortunate of men. 

In my defence to their accusations -I said, that whatever might be 
my sentiments of republics, ancient or modem, as to Britain I abjured 
the idea*— that a constitution which, in its original principles, expe- 
rience had proved to be every way fitted for oiir happiness in society, 
it would be insanity to sacrifice to an untried visionfiry theory — that, 
in consideration of my being situated in a department, however 
humble, immediately in the hands of people in power, I had forboiine 
taking any active part» either personaliy or as an author, in the 
present business of Reform : but that, where I must declare my 
sentiments, I would say there existed a system of corruption between 
the executive ppwer and the representative part of the legislature^ 
which boded no good to our glorious coNSTrruTiON, ahd which every 
patriotic Briton must wish to see amended^ Spme Buch sentiments 
as these I stated in a letter to my generous .patron, Mr Graham, 
which he laid befbre the Board at large, where, it seems, my lasf 
remark gave great oifence; and one of our supervisors -general, a 
Mr Corbet, was instructed to inqnir* on the spot,,and to document 
me — that my busineiss was to act, not to think g Bad that^ whatever 
might be men or measures, it was for me to be s3er^ and ^obedient 

Mr Corbet was likewise my steady friend; so between Mr Qfraham 
and him I bave been partly foif^ven i -only I understand that all 
hopes of my get^ng officially Ibrward.are blasted. 

Now, sir, to ^ business in which I wxmM more immediately 
interest you. The partiality of my countrtmen has brought me 
forward as a man of genins, and has given me a .diaracter to support. 
In the POET I have avowed manly and independent sentiments, whidi 
I'tmst will be found in the man. Beasons of no less weight than 
tfie support of a wi^ and '&mily, have pointed out as the eligible^ 
and, situated ea I was, the only eligiUe line ef life far me, my 
present oeciqMfction. diill my honest fame is my dearest concern; 
and a thousand times have I trembled at the idea of those degrading 
epithets that malice or mis^presentation nu^ affix to my name. I 
have ofben, in blasting anticipation, listened t6 some future hackney 
scribbler, with- the heavy malice ef savage stupidity, exulting in his 
hireling paragraphs f-f*< Burns, notwith^andii^ ik& f4mjar<made of 
independence to be loond'in his wm:iE% and alter having been h^d 
f^Mrth to public view and to pubHe estimation as a man of some 
genius, yet, quite destitiite of resources within hiawelf to supp<n^ hw 
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borrowed dignH^r, He dwindled into a pakry excisOTmn, ftnd slunk 
bUl tbie rest ef Iris insignificant existence in the meanest of pursuits^ 
and ^anumg the vilest of mankind.' 

- In your iHustrioos hands, sir, permit me to lodge my disavowal 
and >defiance of these slanderous fafeehoods; Burns was a poor 
mim from birth, and an exciseman by necessi^^y * but^-^/^^iS say it^- 
the string "of his honest worth no poverty eionld debase, and Ins 
independent Bri^h mind oppi^ession ' might bend^ but could not 
subdue. Have not I, to me, a more pTedons stake in my country's 
wel&re than Uie richest dukedom in it! I have a lai^ family of 
children, and the prospect of many more. I have three smis, who, I 
see already, have brought into the world Souls ill qualified to ihhabit. 
the bodies of slaves. Can I look tamely on, and see a^y machina- 
tion to wrest from them the birthright of my boys — the little 
independent Britons^ in whose veins ruQs my Own blopd ! No ! I 
will not^ should ^Biy heart's blood stream around my attempt to 
defend it! 

'Does any man tisU me^that my ftill efforts can be of no service^ 
and t^iat it does not belong to my hjomble station te meddle with the 
concern of a natipnl 

I can tell him that it is on such, individuals as I that a natl^ has 
to rest) both for the hand of support and die eye of intelligence. 
The uniiMormed mob may IbWell $. nation's bulk ; and the titled, tinsel, 
courtly throng may be .its feiEit|iered ornament; but the number of 
ihose who are elevated enough in life to reason and to reflect, yet 
low enough to keep clear of the venal eonta^on of a oourt-^these 
are a nation's. strength ! - 

I know not how to apologise ^ the impeHinent length -of this 
epistle ; but one small request I must a^ of yon farther-^When 
you have himoured this letter with a perusal, please, to commit it to 
the flames. Burns, in whose behalf you hate so generously inte- 
rested yoursd^ I have here, In hi^ native <:<^our8, drawn aeheU; 
but should any of tiie people in whose hands is the very, br^ui he 
eats, get the leMt knowledge of the picture, U vHndd ruin ike poor 
BATLB/or etjer* ^ 

Hy poems haimsg just come out in another editimi^.I beg leave to 
present you with a capYf as a small mark of that high esteem and 
ardent gratitude with which I have the honour to be, sir, your 
dedply^mdebteds&d ever-devoted humble servant, . ^ \ KB. 



MR THOMSON TO BUB^S. 



I REJOICE to find, my dear sir, that ballad-making continues to be 
your hobby-horse. Oreat pity 'twould be wel« it otiierwise. I h<^ 
you will amble it away for many a year, and/ witch the world with 
yo^ir horsemanship/ 
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I know tiiere «re a good' many Uve1)r songs of merit that I haire 
not put <}own in the li^ sent you ; but I lutve them all in my eye. 
My PcUie is a Lover gay^ though a little unequal, is a natund and 
very pleasing song, and I himibly think we ought not ^ displaee or 
alter it, except the last stanza. .... [Here followed a number of 
•bservations on the Scottish songs, and on the manner of adapting 
these to the music.] 



BIT&KS TO KB THOM(K>N. 

AprUVm. 
I HATByonrs, my dear sir, this moment. I shall answer it and 
- your former letter, in my desultory way of saying whatever comes 
uppermost. 

The business of many of our tunes wanting at thp beginning what 
fiddlers call a starting-note, is ofben a rub to us ^r rhymers. 

' ThefielB braw» Imw lads oa Yarrow braev, 
. That ^rttnder through thfl l)loomins heatb^/ 

you may alter to . 

* Braw, braw^adfl on Yarrow teaM, 
Ye wander/ * &C. 

My song. Here mooy fliere oioa, as amended by Mr Srskine, 1 
entirely approve o^ trnd return you.^ < 

Qfve me leave to cnCicise your taste in the only l^ng in which H 
is, in my opinion, reprehensible. You .know I ou^t to know 
something of my own trade. Of patbos, sentiment, and point you 
are a complete judge; but Uiere is a quality more necessary than 
either in a song, and which is the very es^tence of a baUad — I mean 
simplicity : b<xw, if | mistake not, this last featm:>e yon ace a little 
api tosaorifice to the foregoing. 

RamSay, as every other poet, has not been always- equally ha^^y 
in his piecea; still I cannot approve of takmg such liberties with ^ 
author as Mi* W[alker} proposes doing with Tm Last Time I came aW 
the Moor» Let a poet, if he chooses, take up the idea of another, and 
work it into a piece of his own; but to mangle the works of the 
poor bard whose tuneful tongue is, nonv mnte for ever in the daiic 
and narrow house — by Heaven, 'twould be sacrilege! I grant that 
3fr W[alker]'s version is an knprovemmit; but I know Mr W[alker] 
well, and esteem him mucli ; let tarn mend the song^ as the High- 
lander mended his gun— he ^ye it a new stock, %.new lock^ and a 
new barrel. ^ 

I dp not by this object to leaving out improper stanza^ where 

1 Intnaauseript, * Rove amang the blooming heather.' Mr Thomson had sntee- 
quently adopted, * Ye wander.* 

* The reader has already Been that Bami did not finany adopt idl itf Mr EnVne'a 
alterationa.— CuRBiK. 
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tliiit can be cUme wtihoiit spbdhig the wIk^.^ One Ukasxx^ In 7^ 
Lots 0? Patii^s MiU must be left out : the song will be nothmgvworse 
for it. I am not sure if we can take the same liberty with Carfh 
rigs a/re Bonnie, Perhaps it might want the last stanza, and be the 
better for it. Ccnild Kail in Aberdeen you must leave with me yet 
awhile. I have vowed to have a song tb that air on the lady whom 
I attempted to celebrate in the verses PuirtUh Cauld (tnd Mes&e98 Lw)e, 
At anyrate, my other song, Qreen grotb the JSio^^es^ wiU never suit. 
That song is current in Bcottand mider the old title, and to the 
merry o^d tune of that name, which of course would mar the 
pi»gress of your song \a celebrity. Your book will be the standard' 
of Scots songs for the future : let this idea ever keep' your judgment 
on the alarm. 

I send a song on a celebrated toast in Uvs^ oountry. to suit. Bonnie 
Dundee, I send you'aiso a ballad to Tlie Mill, MiU O!^ 

Th^ UjM Time I came p*«r ike Moor i would fain attempt to make a 
ficots song for, and let Ramsay's be the English set. Tou shall hear 
from me soon. When you go to London on this business can you 
coi;ne by Dumfries? J have still several MS. Scots airs by me, 
which I have picked up mostly from the singing of country lasses. 
They please me vastly; but your learned luga^ would perhi^.be 
displeased with the vdry feature for which I like theni. I oall 
them simple; you would .pronounce them 'silly. Do you know a 
fine air called. Joci&ie Hume^s Lament f I have a sonj^ of considerable 
merit to that air. I'll enolose you both the «ong and tune, as I had 
them ready to send to Johnaon^a MuBevffJi? 1 send you likewise, ta 
me^ a beautiM ^ittle air, whiok i had taken down from viva voce,* 
Adieu. V , . 



9UBNS TO MR.TflOMSOir. 

The last time I caibe o'er the moo4 

And left Maria's dwelUng, 
What throes, what tortures {Mussing cure, 

Were in my bosom swelling: 
Condemned to see nfy rival's reigii, 

While I in secret lahgidsh; 
To feel a fire in 6very veiH, 

Yet dare not speak my anguish. " -' < 

> The tong to tke tune of B&ttfiU Jkindie to ttiat nmoiti Jeu^ The b«nad to 
The Milt, MiU 0) ia that beginniBg ' When ifrikl war's deadly blaat waui^ hl«Wxi.'— 

CURItfB. ...,;' ^ ' r ' 

« Ears. 

3 The 8ongr here inentioned is Uiat given in a preceding letter, ken ye what Meg 
<f the MiU hoiffoUm f This song is anrely Mr Bump's t»m lyriiiqg, tl^ou^^ hedoes 
not generally prai(>e his own songs so mxxcK— Note hy Mr Th^mon, 

* The air here mentioned is thafe Hat whieb iw^wiote the ballad of Bonnie J^c md ■ 
CimRiB. 
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hoy^B veriesi wretch, deepamiig, I 

Fain, fain my cadme would cover : 
^ he unw^eting groan, the bursting sigh, 

Betray the guilty lover. 
. I know my doom must be despair. 

Thou wilt nor canst relieve me ; 
Buty O Maria, hear my prayer, 

Eor pity's sake, forgive mel 

The music of thy tongue I heard. 

Nor wiit while it enslaved me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing feared. 

Till fears no more had saved me. 
The unwary sailor thus aghast 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
In circling horrors yields s(t last 

la overwhelming ruin! 

Mt dear SiB-rl, had Scarcely put my last letter into the post- 
office when I took up the subject of The Last Time I carne o*€r the 
Moor, and ere I slept drew the outlines of the foregoing. How far 
I have succeeded I leave on this, as oh every other occasion, to you 
to decide. I own jny vsCnity is flattered when you give my songs a 
place in your elegant and. superb work ; but to be of service to the 
work is my first wish. As I have often told you, I do not in a 
single instance wish you, out of compliment to me, to insert anything 
of mine. One hint let me give you — whatever Mr Pleyel does, let 
him not alter one iota of tlie original Scottish airs — I mean in the 
•song department^-but let our national music preserve its native 
features^ They are, I own, frequently wild and irreducible to the 
more modem rolos; b«t on that Tery'ecoentncity, periiaps, depends 
a great part of Uieir effect. 

The ventimeBtt expressed in the soi^ which the peet transcribed 
in the a^ve letter are not 'pleasing. Th^ hint at a discreditable 
pa88it>tt, in whfcb no pure mind could possiUy sympatHise; 
therefore they must be held as unfitted for song. It can scarcely 
be donbted that "they were suggested by some roving 8enBation9 
of the bard towards the too -witching Mrs Riddel, though that 
these bore no great proportion to the mere meHer of the artist 
aiming at a eertain literary effect is equally probable. It will be 
found that Bums afterwards made cpnsiderable alterations in the 
song. . . 



KB THOMSON TO BtTBNS. 



I HEARTiLT thank yon, my dear air, fbr your last two letters, and 
the songs which aocompanied tiiem* I am ahrays both mstmcted 
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and entertained by yonr otMervationSy and thefiranknest witk ifMdi 
you speak out your mind is to me highly agreeable. It is very 
possible I may not have the true idea of simplicity in composition. 
I confess there are several ^oags, of Allan Ramsay's for example, thai 
I think silly enough, which' anoUier person, more conversant than I 
have been with country people, would perhi^ caU simple and naturaL 
But the lowest scenes of simple nature will not please generally, if 
copied precisely as they are. The poet, like the painter, must select 
what will form an agreeable, as well ^b a natural picture.^ On this 
subject it were easy to enlarge ; but at present suffice it to 8ay,Uiat 
I consider simplicity, rightly understood, as a most essential quality 
in composition, and Uie groundwork of beauty in all the arts. I wiU 
gladly appropriate youi* most interesting new ballad, * When wild 
war's deadly blast,' &c tb The Mill, MUl 0/ as well as the two 
other songs to^ their respective airs ; but the third and fourth lines of 
the first verse must undergo some litUe alteration in order ta suit 
the music. Pleyel does not alter a single note of the songs. That 
would be absin'd indeed! With the airs which he introduces into 
the sonatas, I allow him to take such liberties as he pleases y but that 
has nothing to do with the songs. '^ 

' P. S, — I wish you would do as you proposed with your Itigs of 
Barley. If the iQose sentiments are thrashed out of. it^ I will find 
an air for it ; but as to this there is no -hurry% 



TO* MR ROBERT AlNSJilB, QT JAMES's STI^UCT, EDINBtTRO?. 

JpriliS, 119^* 

I AH otitof humour, my d^ar Ainslie^ and tha^ is the 'reason 

why I take np the pen to you : 'tis the neai^est way (jprobcctum est) to 
recover my spirits again. 

I reeeived your laeit, and was mucKenteriained witk it ; but I will 
not at this time, nor at any other time,, answer it. Answer a leitev ! — 
I never eoiild answer a letter in my life. I have wri^t^i many a 
letter in return for letters I have received ; but th^ — they were 
original matter — spurt-away 2 zig heiip$ zag there; as. if ^ devil, 
that my grannie (an old woman indeed!) often told me, rode on Will- 
o*-wisp, or, in her more classie phrase, Spunkie, were looking over 
my elbow. A happy thought that idea has engendered in my head I 
Spunkib, thou shalt henceforth be my Symbol, Signature, and Tute- 
lary Genius r Like thee, hap-step-and-loup, here-awa-there-awa, 
higglety-pigi^lety,. pell-mell, hither- and -yont^ ram-stam, happy-go- 
lucky, up tails-a'-by-the-light-o'-the-moon— 1^ been, is, and slMdl 
be, my progress through the mosses and moors of this vile^ bledE^ 
barren wilderness of a life of ours.^ 

Come, then^ my guardian S](>irit ! like theO, may I skip away, f 

> The orthodox doctrine as against tbb Wordbworthian hereqr. 
« So U^orge^ bx Mr Ainslle. 
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bkg niTSdf hf and at my own light ; and if an j <^>aqiie-«oiiIecl liibber 
of mankind complain that my elfine, lambent, glimmerous wanderings 
have misled his stupid steps over precipices or into bogs^let the thick- 
headed blunderbusa recollect that he is nq^ Spunkib : — that 

* Spunkib'8 wanderings conld not copied be ; 
Amid tixese perils none d^urst walk but be.* 

I feel vastly better^ I give you joy. ... I have na doubt but 
Bcholarcrafb may be caught^ aA a Scotchman catches the itch, by 
firiction. How else can you account for it, that bom blockheads, by 
mere ^tat of hancUing books, grow so' wise that even they themselves 
iHre e^pMlly continced of and durprised at their own parts ! I once 
carried this phSosophy to that degree, that in a knot of country folks 
who had a library amongst them,, and who, to the honour of their 
good sense, made me factotum in the business ; one of our members, 
a little, wise-looking^ squat, upright, jabbering body of a tailor, I 
advised him, instead of turning over the leaves, to hind the hook on hia 
hdok. Johnnie took the hint, and as ouir meetings were every fourth 
Saturday, and Pricklouse having a good Scots mile to walk in coming, 
and of course another, in returning, Bodkin was sure to lay his hand 
on some heavy quarto or ponderous folio, with, and under which, 
wrapt up in his gray plaid, he grew wise a» he grew weary, all the 
way home. He carried this so &r, that an old musty Hebrew con- 
cordance, which we had in a present* from a neighbouring priest, by 
mere dkit of applying it, as doctors dp a blistering j^aster, between 
his shoulders, Stitch in a dozen pilgrhnages acquir^asmuchro^tbraoZ 
theology as the said priest had done by forty years* perusal of the pages. 

Tell me, and teU me truly, what yon think of this ' theory. 
Yours, ^ SlPUNKiB. 

Althoogh it cannot be said of ^ums and Jean, as of I^ Pribi-' 
rose and his worthy partus, -that * all their adventures were by 
the fireside, and all their migrations from the blue bed to the 
brown,Vthe^n0Tdrthele80 does attach to^uch domestic partieolats 
in their ease a certain importance, proportioned to the difficulty 
which is experienoed k obtaining a -clear and authentic view of the 
life of the great poet. It becomes tolerably certain, from the 
removal which they eflfected at Whitstinday 1793,* from their little 
floor of a house in the Wee Vennel to a small detached or inde- 
pendent dwelling in the Mill-hole Brae or Mill Vennel, that tliey 
felt themselves at that time in circumstances to jiistify an enlarg€i- 
ment of expense for the sake of greater comfort. It would be 
only an advance from a £6 or £7 rent to one of £10 or £12; yet 
this, in, their humble circumstances, i^as a considerable improye- 

^ Ina ]9ref«nt— 6eottieism toTOMapretent* 

' Allan Cunningham placM this event At Midsummer 1794, a time of gloom 
to Bums. The above is ascertained as the true date by an account for a grate 
furnished to the new difirelling bv George Hftugh, Wadf smith, amounting, with tho 
fender and other articles, to £l, 78. ^ . 
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Buenl, and on« betokening cbeerM yiews of the ^tdre. Theif 
new house was a neat one of two floors ; contaming kitchen, parlour^ 
one or two good bedrooms, together with several les§er apart- 
ments, nseM for the accommodation of a young family. It is just 
possible that by the time the house came to be occupied, the 
cheerful views under which it had been taken were somewhat 
overcast, for the first few months of the wm had intervened, pro- 
ducing a general difficulty throughout the nation. Buns contem- 
plated the downward progress of his country at that tkne with 
feelings of keen indignation, which would occasionally escape in 
communications to his more intimate friendsc 

to MR PETER HILL. 

[DvMrmiss, Jfay.1793?] 

• « « « ' *' 

I HOPE and trust that this unlucky blast which has overturned so 
many, and many worthy chanacters, who four monihs age UtUe 
dreaded any such thing — will spare my friend. 

may the wrath and curse of aU mankind haunt and harass 
&ese turbulent, unprincipled miscreaats who have involved a Peoj^ 
in this ruinous business ! 

1 have not a moment more. Blessed be he that Ueseeth thee, and 
cursed be he that .ourseth tbec^ and the wretch whose envious 
malice would injure thee ; may the Cfivef of every good and perfect 
gift say unto him, * Thou shalt not prosper !' B. B 



BURNS TO MR THOMSON. 
^ ' * June 179s. 

When I tell you, my deav mi^HkaJb a flriend of mine, in whom I 
am much interested, has fallen a sacrifice to these aocwted times, 
you will easily allow that it might unhinge me for doing any good 
among ballads. My own loss, as to pecuniary matters, is trifling; but 
the total ruin of a mueh-loved frirad is a loss indeed. Pardon my 
seeming inattention to your last commands. 
I cannot alter thedisputed lines in 7%eJiriZ{,Jlft27 0/1 Whatyou 

1 The linef w«re the thM and ftmrih :~ 

* Wr mony a fweet babe IMl^crteMv . 
And mony a widow mourniiig.' 

Ai our poet bad maintained a long silence, and the first nnmber of ]tfr ThonuKmIs 
mnsical work was in the prens, this gentleman ventured, by Mr Brsktne's advio^ to 
substitute for them in that publication—- 

* And eyes again with pleasure beamed , 
That had been bleared with mourning.'. 

Though better suited to the muslo, titsae lines an inferiv to the original. This I* 
the only alteration adopted by Mr Thomson whioh Bums did not approve^ or ai 
least assent to.<-Cimiux. 

I 
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tliiBk a dietfed, I esteem as a positive beauty ; so jon. see how clooton 
differ. I shall now« with as much alacrity as I can inastery go on 
with your commands. 

You know Fraser^ the hantboy-player in Edinburgh — ^he is here 
instructing a band of music for a fencible corps quartered in thii 
county. Among many of his airs that please me, there is one, well 
known as a reel, by the name of The Quakea^s Wife ; and which, I 
remembef, a grand -aunt of mine used to sing by the name of 
Liggerjam Goth, my Bonnie Wee Last, Mr Fraser plays it slow, and 
with an expression that quite charms me. I became such an enthu- 
siast about it^ that I made a song for it, which I here subjoin, and 
enclose Fraser's set of the tune. If they hit your fancy, they are 
at your service; if not, return me the tune, and I wiU pat it in 
John$on*$ Muteum, I think the song is not in vcLy worst manner. 

BlJlSB HAE I BBEN ON TOIT HILL. 
TvnMr—Uggerctm Coth, 

Blithe hae I been on yon hill. 

As the lambs before me ; . 
Caracas ilka thought and fi^ee, 

As the breeze flew o'er me : 
Kow nibe lolckger sport and playy 
. Mirth or san? can please me; 
liosley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seise me. 

Heavy^ heavy 'm the task, 
, Ho^ess lova declaring ; 
Trembling, I dow nocht tmt glower. 

Sighing', dumb, despairing! 
If she wiana ease the thraws 

In my bosom sweUing, 
Underneath the^grass-green sod. 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 

I shoald wish ia hear how thia pleases yon. 



BtntirS 70 MB THOMSOK. 

S5<%Ji<neI793. 

Havb yon ever, my dear sir, i^ jowr bosom ready to burst with 
indignation, on reading of those mighty villains who divide king- 
dom against kingdom, desolate provinces, and lay nations waste, out 
of the wantonness of ambition, or often from still more ignoble 
passions t Bi a mopd of this kind to-day I reeoUected the air of 
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Lx)gan WaJter^ and it ocourred to me that Hs qtrendons melodj pn>> 
babljr had its origin from the plaintive indignation of some swelling, 
suffering hearty &red at the tjrrannic strides of some pnblic destro^^r, 
and overwhelmed with private distress, the eonsequenoe of a 
country's min. If I have done anything at all like justice to my 
feelings, the fbllowing song, composed in three-quarters of an hour's 
meditation in my elbow-chair, ought to have seme merit :-~ 



100AKBRAE8. 

Tvnm— Logan WaXer^ 

O I^ogan, sweetly ^dst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride ! 
And years sinsyne hae o'er us run. 
Like Logan to the sinmier jun. 
Bat now thy flowery banks appear 
like dromhe winter, dark and drear. 
While my dear lad maun face his faes, 
Far, £Eur fhie me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o' Maj 

Has made our MUs and valleys g^; 

The birds rejoice^ in leafy bowers. 

The bees hnm round the breathing flowers : 

Blithe morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And evening's tears are tears of joy : 

My soul, delightiess, a' surveys, 

While Willie's far frae Logan braes. 

Within von milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Amang her nestlings sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfu' mate wHl share her toil. 
Or wi' his' songs hef cares beguile : 
But I wi^ my sweet nurslings here^ 
Kae mate to help, nae mate to cheei^ 
Pass widowed nights and joyless dayi^ 
WhUe Willie's &r frae Logan braes. 

1 The air of Logan Water it old, mnd there are several old wogs to it. Imme- 
diately heibreihe riae of Bumi, Mr Jd)m Mayne, who afterwuds became kmown 
for a poem entitled ttie SUIer Oun, mote a vety agxeeable eong to tlie air, begluiiog, 

* Qy Legaa*! Btreame, tiiat ria laedei^' 

It waa published in the Star i^wspaper. May 83^ 1780. Bnna, having heard that 
aong, and rappociag it to be an old oompoattion, adopted into the above a oooplet 
from it, whldLhe admired— 

* While my dear lad mam ftee his fJMi^ 
Far, &r frae me and Logan braes.* 

Mr llfoyne Uted to a good old age, and died, March U, 188S, at IJwm Gfoi^ 
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O wae upon jon, men o* statOi 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make many a fond heart moum^ 
Sae may it on your heads return I 
How oan your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tear, the orphan's cry l^ 
But soon may peaee bring happy days^ 
And WiUie hame to Logan braes ! 

Do you know the following beautiful little firagm^it, in Wither- 
ipoon's Section of Bcots songs t 

AiK-^Huffhie Cfraham, 

O gin my love were yon red rose^ 

That grows upon the castle wa'; 
And I myser a drap o' dew, 

Into her bonnie breast to fa* ! 

O there, beyond expression blest^ 

I'd feast on beauty a' the night ; 
Sealed on her silk-safl faulds to rest, 

Till fleyed awa by Phoebus' light ! 

This thought is inexpressibly beautiful^ and quite, so far as I 
know, original. It is too short for a song, else I would forswear you 
altogether, unless you gave it a place. I have often tried to 
^e a stanza to it^ but in vain. After balancing myself for a musing 
five minutes, on the hind-legs' of my elbow-chair, I produced the 
following. 

The verses are far inferior to the foregoing^ I franldy confess ; but 
if worthy of ii^riion at all, they might be first in place, as every 
poet who knows anything of his trade will husband his best thoughts 
for a o(meluding stroke. 

O were my love yon lilac futr, 
Wi' purple blossoms to the spring ; 

And I, a bird to shelter there. 
When wearied on my little wing ! 

How I wad mourn, when it was torn 

By autumn wild, and winter rude I 
But I wad iing on wantcm wing 

When youthfii' If ay its bloom renewed. 

1 Oiifiiislly, 

* Te mind na, *mSd your orneljoji, 
Tbe widoWk tean, the orphan'k cries.* 
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MR THOMSON TO BTTRNS. 

Monday^ Ut July I'm. 

I AH extremely sorry, my good sir, that anything should happen to 
unhinge you. The times are terribly out of tune, and when harmony 
will be restored, Heaven knows. 

The first book of songs, just published, will be despatched to you 
along with this. Let me be favoured with your opinion of it, frankly 
and fifcly. 

I shaH certainly give a place to the song you have written for the 
i^udker'a Wife ; it is quite enchanting. Pray, will you return the 
list of songs, with such airs added to it as- you think ought to be 
included ! The business now rests entirely on myself, the gentlemen 
who originally agreed to join the speculation having requested to be 
off. No matter^ a loser I cannot be. The superior excellence of the 
work will create a general demand for it as soon as it is properly 
known ; and were Uie sale ev^i slower than it promises to be, I 
should be somewhat compensated fbf my labour by the pleasure "i 
shall receive from the music. I cannot express how much I am 
obliged to you for the exquisite tiew songs you are sending me ; 
but thanks, my friend, are a poor return for what you have done — as 
I shall be benefited by the publication, you liiust suffer rae to enclose 
a small mark of my gratitude,^ and to repeat it afterwards when I 
find it convenient. Do not i-etum it, for, by Heaven ! if you do, \ 
our correspondence is at an end ; and though this would be no loss 
to you, it would mar the publication, which, under your auSpices, 
cannot fail to b6 respectable and interesting. 

TFednei day momif^. 
I thank yon for your delicate additional verses to the old fragment, 
and for yo«r excellent song to Logan Water — Thomson's truly 
elegant one wiU follow for the English singer. Your apostrophe 
to statesmen is admirable, but I am not sure if it is quite suitable to 
the supposed gentle character of the fair mourner who speaks it. 



BURNS TO MR THOMSON. 

SdJiiJ^lTSS. 

Mt DEAR Sir— I have josi finished* the foUowing balU^ and, as 
I do think it in jsxy best^ style^ I send it you. Mr Clarke, who 
wrote down the air from Mrs Bums's wood-note wild, is very fond of 
it, and has given it a celebrity by teaching it te some young ladies of 
the first fai^on here. If you do not like the air enough to give it a 

1 nvtpoaiuU. 
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place in jtnnr odleetioiiy please return it The song you may keep» 
•a I remember it. 



BONKIS JBAN* 

l%ere war t^Uam, and she was faiiv 

At kirk and market to be seen ; - # 

When a' the fairest matds were met> 
The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 

And aye ^e wrought her mammie's wark^ 

And aye she sang sae merrilie : 
The blithest bird upon the bush 

Had ne*er a lighter heart than she. 

Bi|t hawks will rob the tender joys 

That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; 
And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 
^ And love will break the soundest rest. 

Toung Bobie was the brawest lad, 
The flewer and pri^e of a' the g^ ; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 
And wanton naigles nine or ten. 

He gaed wi* Jeanie to the tryste. 
He danced w? Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist» 

Her heart was tint, her peace waa stown* 

As in the bosom o* the stream 
The moonbeam dwells at dewy e'ei^ 

80 trembUng, pure, was tender love 
Within the breast o' bonnie Jean.^ 

And now she works her mammle^s wark. 
And aye she sighs wf care and pain ; 

Tet wist na what ner ail might be, 
Or what wad mak her weel agidtf. 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light, 

And did na joy blink in her ee, 
'As Robie tauld a tale a* love 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea f 

^ In the originftl mamuMT^ ottf p—i iMbi Mr ThoAuwn if fliM stansa to i 
QrigiiiaL-^uiimis. 

m. .0 
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The sun was sinking in the west^ 

The birds sang sweeit in ilka gro^e ; 
His cheek to hers he fondly prest, 

Ahd whispered thns his t^e o* love : 

* O Jeanie fair, I loe thee dear ; 

O canst thou thmk to fismcy mb ; 
Or wilt then l^ve ihj mammi^'s co^ , 
• And learn to teat tiie farms wi* me I 

* At barn or byre thou shalt na dmdge. 

Or naething else to trouble thee ; 
, But stray amang the heatjier-bellsy 
And tent tho waving com wi* me.* 

Kow what could artless Jeanie do ! 

She had nae will to say him na ; 
At length she blushed a i^weet consent. 

And love was aye between them twa. 

I have some thoughts of inserting in your index, or in n^QotiBfl^ 
the names of the fair ones, the themes of my songs. I do not meaii^ 
the name at full, but dashes or ast^risms, so as ingenuity may find 
them out. 

The heroine of the foregoing lis Miss Macnmrdo, daughter to Blr^ 
Kacmurdo of Dnunlanrig, one of your subscribers. I have not 
painted hto in thd rank which she holds in life, but in the dreaa 
and .clmr&oter of a cottager.^ 

Mr Macmuxdo at this time resided at tet in the immediate 
neighbourhood of Dumfries. Mr Clarke acted as music-xoaster 
to his daughters. - ^ 



BURNS TO MB THOMSON. 

I ASSURB you, n^ dear sir, that yon truly hurt me with your 
peeuniary pantA, It degmdes me in my own eyes. However, to 
return it would savour of afiectation; but, as to any more traffic of 
that debtor «jad creditor kind, I swear, by that HbNovB which 
crowns the upright statue of Bobert Burns's lNT£ORiTT--<m ^e 
le^t motion of it, I will indignantly spurn the bypast transaction, 
and .from that moment commence entire stranger to you! Bvrns^s 
character for generosity of sentiment and independence of mind 
vrill, I trust, long outlive any of his wants which the cc^d, unfeeling 
ore can suj^y ; at least I wiU takc^ care that such a character lie 
i^hall deservo, 

vrE|ii»,«0irtehn 4ooi not appear ia tli« flEiiteU»tt(Biv 
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Thank you for my copy of yenr publication. Never did my eyes 
behold in any musical work such elegance and correctness. Tour 
pre£Etce, too, is admirably written^ only your partiality to me has 
made you say too much : however, it will bind me down to double 
every efibrt in the fiiture progress of the work. The following are 
A few remarks on the songs 1b the list you sent me. I never 
copy what I write to yon, so I may be often tautological, or perhaps 
contradictory. 

The Flowers c? the ForetA is charming as a poem, and siould be, 
and nmst be, set to the notes; but^ though out of your rul^ the three 
stanzas beginnings 

< I hM seen the mmn^ ^ fortune beguiling/ 

axe worthy of a place, were it but to immortalise the author of them, 
* who is all old laidy of my aoquuntance, and at this mom^t living in 
£dinbniffh. She is n Mrs Gockbnm, I forget of what place, but from 
Boxbnr^hire.^ What a charming apostrophe is 

* O fldde Ibrtnne, why iihli cruel sporting. 
Why, why ioim^it us, poor sons of • day I ' 

The old ballad, / toiah I were where Helen lieSt is silly, to contemp- 
tibility. My alteration of it, in Johnson^ is not much better. Mr 
Pinkerton, in his, what he calls, ancient ballads — many of them 
notorious, though beautiftil enough, forgeries — has the best set. It 
is full of his own interpdations^but no matter. 

In my next I will suggest to your consideration a few songs which 
may have escaped your nurried notice. In the meantime allow, me 
to congratulate you now, as a brother of the quill. You have com- 
mitted your character and fame, which will now be tried, for ages to 
come, by the illustrious jury of the Sons and Daughters of Tasts 
—all whom poesy can please, or music charm. 

Being a bard of nature, I have some pretensions to second-sight; 
and I am warranted by the spirit to foretell and affirm, that your 
great-grandchild will hold up your volumes, and say, wiUi honest 
pride, < This so- much- admired selection was the work of my 
ancestor 1 ' ^ 

In a postscript, Bums mentions a few gentlemen of his acquaint- 
ance who had become subscribers for the Melodies, no doubt at 
his own ioteroession. He adds — ' all your subscribers here sse 
determined to transmit yon the full price, without the intervention 
of those harpies the booksellers.* 3 'j'hig will be smiled at, I trust, 
by gods, men, and booksellers, all alike ; but it at least shews the 

1 AliMm Rutherford of Femilee, in Selkirksbive, by marriage Mrs Patrick 
Cockbum. She died in 1794, at an advanced age. 

s The children of the ftur-renownod Charles Dickens are the great-grandchildren 
of Mr Thomson. It may be hoped that some one of them will have sncb a feeling 
for ScoUish musfe, snd fet thdc anQMtor*» meritorioas ktb^onv <s to realise the 
predicticm of Bums. 

• Ori^nal manuscrtpt 
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great good- will of Burns towards Mr Thomson, and his ^mxiety to 
see his undertaking prove remunerative. 

The strong, almost fierce, determination of Bums to accept no 
pecuniary recompense from Mr Thomson has excited much sur- 
prise. It has been remarked by Mr Lockhart as the moro wonder- 
ful, in as far as the poet felt no scruple in- acoepth^ hundreds of' 
pounds from Mr Creech as the profits of his yolnme of poems. 
The biographer might have added tliat Burns even condescended 
to undcartake journeys for the purpose of • eoliecting the moneys 
received by friends in particular dis^cts for the subscribers* copies 
of his poems. The fact is, our bard deemed an^uthor Ailly entitled 
to any reward which might arise from his wOrks publishfid in the 
ordinary manner. He liimself says in a letter to Mr Carfhie, dated 
17B9 : ^ The profits of the labours of a man of genius are, I hope, 
as honourable as any profits whatever.* And on this {Ndnciple ho 
acted as far as ordinary modes of publishing werejconeerned. Yet 
he appears to have had at the same time an iasuperable ava^sion to 
deliberately writing for money .^ And this he applied in the caaee of 
Messrs Johnson and Thomson. He had, besides, a peculiar feeling 
about these men, regarding them aa amateurs of Scottish, music 
and song like himself, who were taking trouble and nndergoing 
risk for the honour and glory of a cause interesting to all true* 
hearted Scotsmen. In such a business, he must act for love, if he 
was to act at all. It m^ht, one wotdd think, have occurred to him 
that Messrs Johnson and Thomson were in the way of possiWy 
making some profit by their respective publications. All that ean 
be said on the other hand is, that amateurship was truly the basis 
of both publications, that Johnson's had not proved a source of 
profit, and that Mr Thomson's turning out differently waa highly 
problematical. Bums accordingly beheld these men as honest 
enthusiasts, whom it would be a pleasure to as^, but from whom 
it would be ungenerous to accept of pecuniary Jumoraria in respect 
of any help which his muse might render them. Such delicaey 
would not now be felt by many £nglish p«et8 } but, whatever may 
be thought of their principles of action, we must at least admit 
that the Seottish bard was animated by a sentiment highly 

1 In a brief anonymous memoii^ of Bums, published in the Scoli Magazine for 
January 1797« and whieh appears to have been the composition of one vrfao Vnew 
him and had visited him at Ellisland, St is stated that he considered it hdow him 
to be an author by profession. * A friend/ adds the writ^, * kpowilaigikis family to 
be in great want [an exaggeration, certainly^, urged the propriety, and even neces* 
sity, of publishing a few poems,, assurli^ him of their success, and shewing the 
advantage that would accrue to his f&mily from it His answer was: ** Noi if a 
friend desires me, and if I 'm In tiie mood for it, X 'il write ft poem» but 111 be 
d if efver I write for money."* 

This writer, like Mr Robert AinsHe, seems to have thouflbt the household ol 
Bum» at ftH iri a nd deficient in the iteatness which mi^ht have been expectr<t 
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honourable to hnn, and in entire keeping with the general strain 
of his character. In judging of the degree of self-denial exerted 
by Bums in forbidding future remittances of money from Mr 
Tliomson it is necessary to know how his pecuniary circumstances 
actually stood at this time. It will be afterwards shewn that his 
poverty, as a general fact^ has been exaggerated ; yet I believe that 
in July 1793, when Bums spoke so firmly to Mr Thomson, a few 
pounds would have been of essential service to him. It will be 
readily admitted that the spirit of Bums was one which never could 
be comfortable under the burden of debt, and that he would there- 
fore be anxious to clear himself of that encumbrance, even in its 
pettiest forms, when in his power. Yet there is evidence that the 
irifle (10s.) due to Jackson of the Dumfries Journal newspaper 
for advertising the sf^ of his stock at Ellisland, was now, after 
twenty months, still unpaid. It was discharged on the 12th of the 
month mentioned, probably out of the very money transmitted by 
Mr Thjomsott.i There is further reason for believing, that it was at 
this time that he addressed to some unknown patron a note, of 
which a fragment without date or superscription has alone been 
preserved, containing the following' distressing lines : * This is a 
painful, disagreeable letter, and the first of the kind I ever wrote. 
/ am truly in serimia distress for ^ee or fow guineas ; , can you, my 
dear sir, accommodate me ? These accursed times^ by tripping 
up importation, have for this yeai? at least lopped off a full third 
of my income ; and with my large family, this to me is a distress- 
ing matter.* Strange that he would rather humble himself to be 
a borrower than accept of money from a man willing to give it to 
him as a payment of honourable service. One might have at least 
expected that, if he was to be a borrower at all, he would have 
deemed Mr Thonfson entitled or called upon to be the lender. 
Yet no — this would have in some degree perilled * the uprightness 
of the statue of Robert Burns^s integrity.' His seems to have 
been a nature vhich recoils the more from dubiously - acquired 
money the more pressingly it is needed. 

1 TheadcoimtisinpoMeiBlonofMrRobertCoIe. 
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